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E ORE ps ——_ f rendaun were 1 


Or theatres for dying herots wept, 


The r race of fame by rival chiefs Was m_ 
The world by ferner Alexanders Won ; 


D of glory i in long order rolPd, 
New empires rife ing on the wreck of. 2 


onder were wrought by Nature in her primeg 


Nor was the ancient aworld a wilderneſs of time: 


Y et loſt to fame i 10 virtue s orient reign ; 
T he patriot li ved, the hero died in vain. 
Dark night deſcended ver the Fa day, 


And wiped the glory of the world away : 


Whirl'd round the gulph, the aQs of time were tofl, 


. Then in the vaſt abyſs for ever loft. 


. Virtue from fame diqoin 4 began to 2 | 
Her votaries few and un: frequented a | 


Her woice ce aſcended 70 almighty Fove ; J 


He fnt the muſes from the throne above: 


The bard aroſe 5 and fe ll of heavenly fre, 


With hand immortal bauch tt immortal lyre-; 


1 
9 


0 O U 
Heroic 4. in frrains heroic ſung; 
All earth reſounded, all heaven's arches rung: 


ES The world applaud what they approved before, 


A name that's worſbipp'd in the Britiſh ſphere ! 


Virtue and fame took ſeparate paths no more. 


Hence to the bard, interpreter of heaven, 


. 


His eye the volume of the paſt explores, 
His hand unfolds the everlaſting doors ; 


In Mines majeſty he lifts the head, 
Fudge of the world, and ſovereign of the dead. 
Of nations and on Kings in ſentence ” 


| Dooms to perdition, or to heaven admits ; 


Dethrones the tyrant tho in triumph burl'd, 


| Calls up the hero from ti eternal world, 
| © Surrounds his head with woreaths that ever blam, | 


And vows the verſe that at oer the tomb, 


While io the bs warbled from their 5 


| Of have you liſtened to the voice divine. 
A nameleſs youth beheld with nolle rage, 


One ſubject, frill a | Granger 2 the Hage: 
A name that's muſic to the Britiſh ear F 


Fair 


PROLOGUE © 
Fair Liberty ; the Goddeſs of the Ihe, 
Who Blefſes England with a guardian ſmile. 


Britons ! a ſeene of glory draws to night ! 

The fathers of the land ariſe to ſght E 

Due legiſlators and the abigi of old, — © 
| The rull of patriots and the Barons bold. 
Who great girded with the feword and foield; © -- 
At fried Runnamedss immortal field, 75 
Did the Grand Charter of your Freedom draw, 
And found the baſe of Liberty on Law. 


| Onur author, trembling for his Virgin Muſe, 
F 
If while the tale the theatre commands, 

Tour hearts applaud him, hell acquit your handsy 
Proud on his country's cauſe ro build his name, 
And add the Patriots to the Poets fame. 
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OR A T A. 

Page 12. line 5. for had, rind Can. 

— 49. — 14. for my only friend, read alas my only friend. 
2 77, — 12. for freedom, read Britain. 

— 77. — 15. for foe, read common foe. 
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PERSONS in the DRAMA. 


KING JOHN. 

AMBASSADOR. 
LANGT ON Ancuptenor OF CanTERBURY, 
ALBEMA R LE, wirn Norman Lonps. 


ARDEN, wirn THE SAXON Logs. 
ELVINE. ; 
EDGAR. 

iz FRENCH AMBASSADOR. 


ELVINA. 
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The Hall of a Barons Caftle. Martial Mufic. En- 


ter, at oppoſite Doors, ALBEMARLE ith Norman 
Lords, and Ak DbEx with the Saxon, Archbiſhop, 


| Barons, Knights, and Squires in * As 
and with the Train of chivalry. 


ARCHBISHOP. 


AR ONS of England's realm, hugh Lords of 
parliament, 
Hereditary guardians of the kingdom! 


| Your country calls you to her laſt defence. 


Our antient laws, our liberties, our lives 
May in a moment fall. Red o- er our heads 
The ruthleſs tyrant holds oppreſſion's rod, 
a Which, if not warded, by heroic hands, 
Will cruſh the Britiſh liberties for ever. 
Ourſelves, our children, our poſterity 
5 * as 


/ 


Treads on the mangled Wa of the, dying, 


2 RUNNAMED E, 


Are flare or free from this deciſive hour. 
For now the criſis of our fate is come, 


And England's in the ſcale. | 


ALBEMARLE. 
I boaſt no more 
The fire and ſpirit of my youthful days; 
Days when, with Richard in the grand croifade, 
We raiſed the ſiege of Aſcalon; diſplayed 


The Britiſh banners in the Holy Land, 
Drove from the field the millions of the Eaſt, : 


: Compell'd the mighty Saladine to fly, 


And o'er the creſcent raiſed the glorious croſs. | 
My arm refuſes now to draw the ſword ; 25 
But let my counſel weigh: Our quarrel's dropt, 
Let factions now unite; with one accord 
Let us deliberate for public good ; 


| We ſtand united, or — 
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| | Deliberation Jags: not ſuit the time; 
This is the hour of action and of war. 


While we confult, the tyrant, on his march, 
Comes like a conflagration thro' the land, 
Marking his way with ruin. Every ſtep 


The wail of. 


A T RAGE D 3 


The voice of Juſtice, and the cry of Ana 
Call loud L To arms, to arms * 


Bano. f 


The voice we hear: : 
It ſounds not to the deaf. You gallant hoſt 
Return this anſwer which we now return. 
| [Drawing their ſwords and coming forward. 


Anchgishor. 
1 love your zeal : It is a flame from heaven; 
"Tis the high temper of the Briton bold. 
And while this ardour in your boſom burns 
You never will be ſlaves. At ſuch a time 


When order's fled, when government diffolves, 
When the great courſe of juſtice thwarted Ker 


And in the roar and riot of miſfrule 5 


The voice of Law is ſilent, Na rug then | 
Reſumes her antient rights, aſcends avew- 
A ſovereign on her throne; recalls the ſword | 
Which with the ſcepter to the Kin g ſhe gave, 
And whirls it flaming in her own right hand, 
To. dafh the tyrant from his blood. ſtained 155 
And guard her free- born ſons, 8 


Anpun. 


The glorious ſons 
of Gothic fires who broke the Roman arm 
Stretch'd out to wield the ſceptre of the world, 3 
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Who on the ruins of imperial Rome, 
And in the blood of nations and of Kings 


Will never bend beneath a tyrant's yoke. 


The firm foundation of their freedom laid, 


Rather than wear diſhonourable chains, 
Or follow captives at the trophied an - 
Give us again the wildneſs of our woods, 


And the fierce treedom of our great forefathers ! 


AncanmoOr,. 


Forbid it Heaven, that Britain ſee anew 


What theſe ſad eyes have ſeen! When o'er the land, 


The dire devoted land, the curſe of Rome 
Flew like the thunder of avenging Heaven, | 


And ſmote the people. Then religion fled. 


No bell did ſummon to the houſe of prayer; 


No veſted prieſt attoned the wrath of heaven z Fe 


But ſitting ſolitary, wept, and wailed 
His fane forſaken and his altar low. 


Un-named, unſprinkled in the fount of life, 
The infant raiſed the lamentable ſhriek. 


The bridegroom and the bride bewailed apart 
Their rites unfiniſhed and their luckleſs love. 


Againſt the dying ſaint heaven's gate was ſhut. 


| They ſung no requiem to the parting ſoul, 


Nor laid the aſhes in the hallowed ground ; 


Earth ſeem'd a . and men like ghoſts | 


Whe 


A TRA GEN 
Who b in filence at the midnight hour, 
And beckon * the hand. 


ARDEN. 

Yes, Barons, Britons, 

The hiſtory of the tyrant's reign has run 

A period marked with the tears, the groans, 

The blood of Britons. He began in blood 
His direful reign, and with unnatural hand 

Stabb'd his own nephew kneeling at his feet, 
And pleading for his life. Have you not ſeen him 


The mighty hunter of the human prey 
In a waſte foreſt? Has not England ſeen 


The cradle of her infants ſtained with blood ; 
The bower of chaſtity, the bed of love 
Aſſaulted, violated ? Lo! you ſtand 

Upon the recent tomb of parents lain ! 

| Had ſuch dire bloodſhed curs'd the former age, 
Our valiant fathers would have ſhook the throne. 


| | | ALBEMARLE. 

Me are as valiant as your fathers were 5 

Nor does the Norman to the Saxon yield. 
To curb the tyrant, not to ſhake the throne, 
We draw the ſword Arden, remember 


ARCHBISHOP, 
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ARCHBISHOP. 


Barons, 
This is no time for quarrel. Have you heard 


That the perfidious Dauphin — 


ALBEMARLE. 
What Perfidious 2— 


AncHBIsHop. ; 


The Dauphin, whom you courted to your aid ; 
He whom your great deliverer you hailed, 


Means to make you his miniſters, to gain 


A Kingdom to himſelf, and then to take 


Tour heads, as traitors, to your native Prince. 


Metun, entruſted with the bloody ſecret, 


In his laſt hour revealed it. 


ARDEN 34. 3%, 
God of heaven 


ARCEHBISHOP. 


I mark your wonder: Hear what I adviſe. | 
Too long the land hath ſuffered, and hath bled, 


With deadly ſtrife, with battles fiercely fou ght 


Between the Saxon and the Norman race. 


By feud and faction all the land is torn; 4 


The nation's genius acts againſt itſelf, 


| wo from its central poiſe, reels all the ile. 


The 


A TRAGEDY. 


The EY b when che foe approached, 
Forgot their ſtrife; and, holding out the hand, 
With girt Patrician, girt Plebeian march'd, 


The common ſons of Rome: But, fierce und fell, 


While the conſpiring nations hem you round, 
You wage with one another horrid war. 


The vaunting foe rejoices in your ſtrife, 

And liſts you agents to your own deſtruction. 
Proof againſt foreign power, the nation ſtands : 

By Britons only Britain eber can fall. 


Sound in itſelf, this iſland is the world. 
ALBEMARLE. 
With dire inteſtine ills the nation groans, 
And would to Heaven the remedy were found ! 
| ARDEN. 
So every lover of his country prays. 
| ArCHBI$HoP. 


Then woe the combi of heavenly truth! 


You both are brave; both thro? the world renown d; 


And nov the time demands an Union firm, 
Never to be diſſolved. The paſt forgot, 
And ever blotted from the book of fame, 
In cordial concord let the future run. 


Vour wiſdom will ſuggeſt ſome ſolemn rite, 
Or 3 deed, to ratify th' event, 


6 PPP 
n 1 a K 
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A bond of union, and a pledge of peace; 

For ages to remain.—You, Albemarle, 
Are happy in a daughter fair, the boaſt 
And beauty of the iſle: On whom can you 


So well beſtow her hand, as on the man - 
To whom the braveſt of our warriours bow ? 
Your rival houſes will be reconciled, 


And one the Norman and the Saxon prove. 


ALBEMARLE. 


I There is a bar which cannot be removed. 
Elvine, the gallant lover of her youth, 
Keturning, laurel'd, from the holy war, 
Reigns in her heart. | 


BaRON. 
He's in the Dauphin? s camp, 


So fights the battles of 9 France 
Againſt his native land. 


Another Ba RON. 


| The brave Lorraine, 
His choſen friend in diſtant Paleſtine, 
Whoſe beauteous ſiſter i is the flower of France, 


Has won that hero to the Dauphin's fide. 


ALBEMARLE. 
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Tho? William” $ royal blood flow in his veins, 
And he ranks 9 to the No orman *. 
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Yet 


Re er oy 


A TRAGEDY YL — 


Vet to my country I devote myſelf, 
Devote my all. Give me thy hand, my ſon, 
I know that thou art brave. 
| [Saxons and Normans meet with one another, | 

and embrace. 


 ArcnnisnoP. * 

Illuſtrious chiefs, 
I praiſe your wiſdom, equal to your zeal. 
Propitieus Providence! I hail the day 
That makes one nation of the Britiſh race: 
N ow quarrels ceaſe, and faction is no more. 
For freedom, and the laws, we draw the ſword, 
And loſe the private in the public cauſe. 
One effort more remains: So great an hoſt 
Requires a General to lead them forth. 
This day determines that important choice, 

[To ARDEN. ] 

To you two nations, now in union joined, 
Look up, and hail their leader and their chief. 
7 Barons expreſs their conſent. 


| ARDEN. 

Barons, the ſoldier of your choice will ſtrive 

To prove him equal to ſupreme command, 

And worthy of your truſt. When I behold  _ 
2, '- 
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The warlike ſpirit ſpread from man to man, 

And wide the flame of liberty extend, 

T hear, with joy, the trumpet” s found, which calls 


The hoſt to freedom, and the chiefs to fame. 


ARCHBISHOP. 
Then to the holy altar let us march, 
And in the fane, which future times will reverence, - 


Renew our league, and ſeal our lacred bond. 


[Gates of the chapel open. Proceſſion to | the altar. 
Barons Fneel around. ARCHBISHOP admini- 


ſtering the cath. 
Now, at the Altar, in the name of Heaven, 
And in the preſence of th' Eternal Power, 
'You ratify your bond of peace! You ſwear 
To march the champions of your native land, 
Never to ſheathe the ſword, till you reſtore 
The antient rights and liberties of England; 
And, while you bind a tyrant by the laws, 
To guerd the glory of the Britiſh crown ! 


BARONS. 


This, in the preſence of High Heaven, we ſwear ! 


SCENE 


A. TR A 


- Trumpets, FRENCH AMBASSADOR, BARONS. 


AMB ASSADOR. 


The Dauphin, anxious for his noble few 

And eager for the hour that ſhatt reſtore 

To reſcued England liberty and law, 

Entreats you, Lords, to name the fitteſt time 

To join our forces for the future fight. 

ARDEN. 

Our forces never ſhall with his be joined; 
Nor Englith freedom. e'er W on France. 


AMB ASSADOR,. 


What! means my gracious Lord f 


| ARDEN. 

My meaning's plain. 
We have detected his deſigns. We know him. 
Go tell your maſter—inſtant to depart, 
And waft his army to the coalt of France. 
Tell him, that Britain never will become 
The province of a foreign kingdom. Tell him, 
That when he wields the thunder, and gives law 
To the wild ocean, and the wind of heaven; 
Then let him think on Britain. 


AMBASSADOR 


AAM E D E, 
AMBASSADOR 1% ALBEMARLE, 
Noble Lord, 


The illuſtrious Dauphin, and the heir of F rance, 
Entruſts a mellige to our private ear. 


ALBEMARLE. 


I have no ſecret with him. Speak it out. 


AMBASSADOR. 
I beſt had ſpeak. it to yourſelf al alone. 


” ALBEM ARLE. 
Speak it to all the world. 
5 AMBASSADOR. 
Illuſtrious Lord, 
On yu the . $ happineſs depends. 


ALBEMARLE. 


On me ! 


| AMBASSADOR. 
You have a daughter . fair Elvina— 
The crown of France may fit upon her head. 


ALBEMARLE. 
My daughter's to that noble Lord betrothed. 


A to the AMBASSADOR, 


| You may withdraw, 


SCENE 


A TRAGEDE 13 


3 R EM 
Barons, ARCHBISHOP. 


ARDEN, 
TD Barons, we now are one; 
We are invincible. An hoſt like ours, 
A league of patriots, and a band of friends, 
Will front the world. We need no foreign aid. 
Britain's almighty in the cauſe of Britain, 


5 CEE 
ALBEMARLE, ARDEN. 


| ALBEMARLE. 


By my command my daughter hither comes. 
Arden, the attection of a friend I've ſhewn ; 
Now let the counſel of a parent weigh. 
Valiant thou art; invincible i in war; 

But that avails not now. The accent ſtern, 
The fierce demeanour, and the lofty look, 
Will not invite th' affection of the fair. 
Now let the warriour to the lover yield ; 

Put on the gay caparifon of courtſhip ; 
Careſs and conquer. Women, to be won, 
Muſt firſt be woo'd. Engage the tender ſex 
By tender cares, a and merit love by loving. 

, - When 
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When ſoftened to a ſmile, the brave and bold 
Aſſume the accents, and the looks of love, 


They win at once the heart of womankind. 


| ' ARDEN. 

I do not know theſe arts. The pliant 5 
The honey'd accent, and the ſilken ſmile, 
The ſport of boys and girls, are not for me. 

The manners of my fathers J retain, | 
The Saxon ſpirit, and the Saxon garb. 
They did not bow the knee to womankind, 
Nor at the gate of beauty beg a boon. 
In antient days, the days of mighty men, 

Love was the meed of valour and renown ; 
The braveſt warriour claſp'd the faireſt maid. 
But what the honour of a Baron owes, 
And what the daughter of a Baron claims, 
Shall be perform'd. Behold, the virgin comes. 


SCENE. 
ALBEMARLE, ARDEN, ELVINA. 
| ELvINA. 

Lou ſent for me, my father? 

5 ALBEMARLE. 

Ves, my child. 
In Reis heroic but diſaſtrous times 


/ 


& TN A 
All have their part to act: For who would wiſh 
To let ſuch great occaſion paſs away, 7 
Nor mark it with renown ? Who does not hear 
The voice of glory when his country calls ? 
A change of times arranges human minds, 
And nobleſt {pirits find the higheſt place. 
Your's, as becomes you, is a brilliant ſphere. 
This hero, choſen to the chief command 
Ot England's patriot hoſt, intreats your hand 
In noble love; the Barons have agreed, 


The time requires, and I have piedg*d my word 
1 hat he mall be your huſband. 


ELVINA. 


Heavens: My huſband ! 


ARDEN. 


Let not my | honeſt ſpeech offend thee, Lady. 
Bred in a camp, my buſineſs has been war. 
The tent has been my home; and oft this hand 


Has reap'd the harveſt of the bloody field. 
If high reſpe@ for your illuſtrious line, 


And true affection to a form ſo fair, 

Win your approving ſmile, you ſend me forth 
| Your champion to the field, at once to gain 
The palm of beauty and the prize of arms. 


ELVINA, 


RUNNAME D E. 


ELvIxA. 


My Lond, my heart yet trembles from the ſhock 
Of ſuch a ſerious unforeſeen event, 

On which my future deſtiny may turn. 

Forgive me, if alarm'd, I ſeek to pour 


My ſecret accents in a father's ear. 


ern E VL 
ALBEMARLE, ELVINA. 


Alas! I have no more a father's ear 


To hear my voice; no more a parent's breaſt 
That yearns with pity for his daughter's woes! 
And will you give me to the deadly foe 


Of all your houſe, and wed me to deſpair ? 


ALBEMARLE. : 


Be atk, my child. He is no more a foe: 


Think of the noble and the patriot ends 


Of ſuch an union : Antient feuds will ceaſe ; | 
Our rival houſes will be reconciled, 


And, from the Normans and the Saxons joined, 


One mighty nation will go conquering forth ; 
And the whole land will raiſe a grateful eye 
To thee, the cauſe of all. 


ELINA. 


"a TRAGED v. 


| ELvina. 


* 


Io quell the feuds, 
And reconcile the families of foes, 
Am I the ſacrifice? Alas! my Father, 
And will you offer up, with your own hands, 
Your child a victim — What have I to do 
With ſtates or nations I've a ſingle heart, 
And it is Elvine's. Doſt thou then forſake 
Thine ancient friend? 7. 


ALBEMARLE. 

He hath forſaken us. 
Now in the Dauphin's camp he draws the ſword 
Againſt his native country; if thou haſt 
The ſenſe of honour glowing in thy frame, 

Thy country's ſpirit, or thy nn s blood, 
Thou too wilt caſt him off.— 


Crs 1 
Is caſt him off— 
I caſt off Elvine !——O, thou knoweſt him not! 
ALBEMARLE. 

I know him falſe. A traitor to his country 
Will ne'er to friendſhip or to love be true. 

| | ELVINA. 
He is no traitor. He hath been belied. 


Soaring above the ſphere of common men, 


bo 


They 
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18 R UN N A M E D E, 
They aim the ſecret and the venom' d ſhafts 


To bring that eagle from his ſky of fame. 
Ah! once he was beloved !— | 


ALBEMARLE. | 

- 8 My child, no more 
Think of that paſſion as a toy of youth, 
And with the geugaws of thy early days 
Be it diſmiſs'd. Think of thy duty now. 

| Reſpect thy Father, and regard thyſelf. 


ELVINA. 


I need not try to alter your reſolves ! 
Which now ſeem firm, inflexible, and arm'd 
Againſt your daughter : Let me juſt recall 


That, in your eye, and with your kind conſent, 


L loved my hero with the love of youth. 

Twas you that kindled firſt the tender ſparks 
Of an eternal flame. Blooming you brought, 
In infant beauty, to Aldarno's vale, 

The noble orphan of the N orman race, 

The lovely ſun- beam of a ſetting line. 

When hand in hand we ſported in your hal, 
Vou fondly marked with paternal ſmiles 

The young Elvina for young Elvine's bride. 


ALBEMARLE. 


My child, you treſpaſs on a parent's love 
To name the ang of your early days. 


TLVINA. 


A TEA G E 19 
FELVIN A. 

Let me, at leaſt, repeat your gracious words! 

Would, too, I could recall the tender looks 


With which you ſpoke them.” Sometimes you have 
deſign'd 
"To bleſs Elvina with a fonder glance. 


' 


My mother too: And her you will not blame, 
For I have ſeen you weep upon her grave; 


And now ſhe ſhines above a ſaint in heaven! 
My mother, ſitting on that ghaſtly bed 


From which ſhe never roſe; ; call'd us around; 
Held us embraced with cold and dying hands; 
Then lifted up her clofing eyes to heaven— 
«© O God! to thee, to thee I leave my children.“ 
She ſpoke no more. One parting kiſs ſhe gave; 
Then join'd our hands, and died. . I ſee you weep— 
I ſce the father melting 1 in your eye, 
[ Falling at his fre, 
I am yet your child—O ! if you ever loved me! 
Oh! if my life be precious in thy ſight; 

If &er my woes did wet a father's cheek 
If e'er my ſhrieks did pierce a parent's ear — 
O! if the future fortune cf my lite, 
My peace on earth, or happineſs in heaven, 
Can aught avail to win me to thy heart, 


O! ſave me, ſave me from the worſt of woes, 


Save me, my father l- 


ALBEMARLE 
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Lou hear my fix'd, irrevocable word. 


2» RUNNAMEDYE, 


ALBEMA LE. 


Riſe my lovely child! 


Come to thy manſion i in a parent's heart! 


But ha —Alas hat can thy father do ? 
I've ſworn that you ſhall be the wife of Arden! 


— 


ELVINA. 


S worn 


ALBEMARLE. 


At the altar. 


ELVINA. 


1 chat I be Arden' Ef. 


ALBEMARLE. 
Hear me, Elvina : | Hear a parent ſpeak. 
Til now vou've ever been a duteous daughter, 
And often made this aged heart o'erflow 


With ſecret gladneſs : In the lonely hour, 


Pre lifted up my hands, and bleſt the day 


55 1 thou wert born. Not often have I blamed thee, 


Or uſed the harſh tone of authority. 
It is not ſo that we have lived, 'Elvina ! 
But here the Baron iſſues his command. 


If, when this ſtorm of war 1s paſs'd away, 


You do not wed the leader of our hoſt, 


You are no cid of mine: I caſt you off. 


ELVINA, 


A T N A 
| Fro” 


| 11 1 am doom'd to wretchedneſs and wo, 
And doom'd by you your will ſhall be obey, 
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Exvixa. 
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Oh! Emma! I am wretched. Arden. . . Heavens! 5 
Shall Arden be my huſband? Gracious powers ! 
Forbid that hour Now in my deep diſtreſs, 
Ah! where is he who uſed to bring relief? 
Ti well, by heaven he's in the Dauphin 8 camp. 
Invite th' Ambaſlador. 


[Writes a letter in great agitation, tears it, 


Dr 

V 
3 « 

2 -4 


$©-4- „ + 
3 
=; 7 — E. 


2 an : 1-4 7 
- * 1 N 4 
* e «£ 


* : - * <4" Ou 1 
- x 4 Lo 4 
„ . n 8 
5 es wut, n C E 
4 4 i, f <4 * "+ * 


* — 7 20 
e wt © 
- * 3 8 
i 9 
L 5 
2 —>* 4 * * 
* = 9 


and writes again. 
EMMA returns with the AMBASSADOR. 
ELVINA. 
28 is not Elvine i in the Dauphin 8 camp? ? 


AMBASSADOR. | 
Landy; the n IS ; honour'd with his preſence. 
ELVINA. 


May an unfortunate and friendleſs maid 
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Intreat the favour of a gallant knight 
To give theſe letters to his ſecret hand? 
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AMBASSADOR. | 


Lady, by beauty 05 by birth renown'd, 


His hand ſhall hold them ere the day decline. 
ELINA [ giving him the letter. 


Forlorn, forſaken, to your care I truſt 
My future fate, the ſecret of my ſoul. 
Howe' er by faction or by feuds disjoin'd, 


No deadly hate in man to woman dwells ; 


The knight is courteous to the hapleſs maid. 


SCENE. Www 


AuzassA Don alone, looking at the Letter. 


No ſuperſcription here. Her troubled mind 


Forgot to add the name. Ha! Yes, by heaven — 


It dawns, the work of fortune and of fate 


This to the Dauphin I will ſtraight addreſs, 
And warn the wiſhing bridegroom of the ſecret. 


A paſſion lighted, and a rival loved! 


This is the inſult, the fell injury 
Which man or woman never can forgive. 


With Albemarle then Arden 1s at war ; 
The Normans hence and Saxons will divide, 


And thus divided may be conquered ſtill. 


Ardent in arms impetuous Britain fights, 


Refined in arts, France plots and overcomes. 


Ar 


a TRAGEDY 


* | 
92 


141 % 


. 1 


Trumpets. Enter AxcHERISHOH and ALBEMARLE at 


one Door, ARDEN and BARONS at the other. 


- 4 _ * 
- £ 6 


* 


ALBEMARLE. 


W HAT from the camp, my Lord ? 


AnDen. 


The hoſts are joined. 
All triends and fellow ſoldiers, they compoſe 


One mighty army. Rivals now are friends, 
And brothers of the war. Yon field Ai 
A ſcene of glory to a ſoldier's eye. 

I never ſaw the face of war ſo gay, 

So beauteous. Glancing in the ſun, behold 
The camp in motion, and the field on fire. 
The ſoul of freedom animates them all. 
Impatient for the trumpet's ſound, they act 
The future fight; and, brandiſhing their arms, 
With N circles frecp't the * air. 


ARCHBISHOP, 


RUNNAMED E, 
ARCHBISHOP. 


Bold! is the kad for liberty that beats, 


And ſtrong his arm who draws his country's ſword. 
When for a nation's rights the banner flies, | 
The victor's laurel with the olive twines : 


; The hoſt of freedom i 1s the hoſt of God. 


[Enter a Me eſenger with a Letter to Aan 


— 


ARDEN. 


The news I have received concern us deeply. 
Barons, we tremble on the verge of fate. 


In this confederate hoſt a traitor lurks, 


Who has betray'd our meaſures to the foe, 85 
And holds a correſpondence with the Dauphin. 


ALBEMARLE. 


A traitor among us ! 


ARDEN. 
A Gena foe, 
Who plots our ruin. Guards, arreſt th ambaſſador | 


'Bring him before us. Now, before we know 


This great offender, Barons, it 18 meet 


That we pronounce his doom, leſt he ſhould ſtand 
Too near our heart, by friendſhip or by blood, 
And ſo elude the ſentence of the laws. 


ALBEMARLE. 


A 1 G E D T.. 


ALBEMARLE: e 
Although my nature leads me to be mild, 
Yet here the higheſt puniſhment is due, 
And timely rigour is humanity. 
By this our high authority we guard, 
And ſtrike aſtoniſhment and terror round 
To all offenders in the time to come. 
No favour or affection will ſeduce 
The ſteady patriot from the public good. 
Ne to his country his own life devotes; 
Nor will he ſpare a traitor's. 
| ARCHBISHOP. 
855 Inſtant death 
He merits. Rouſing at the call of Heaven, 
Now when the nobleſt ſpirits of the world 
Plan for the public; when the braveſt hands 
Are rais'd to ſtrike for freedom and mankind; = 
When juſt pronounced in the fane of Heaven, 


The recent vow yet 1 trembles on the tongue; 
If meanly lurking, mid a chojen band 


Of patriots and of heroes, one be found, DG 7 


Falſe to his truſt, his honour, and his ouch; 
Who, ſcorning ſanctions, human and divine, 
Betrays his country to her foes, divides 
TY inheritance of future times, and ſells 
Eternal honour for eternal ſhame; | 

; 'Tis then that jultice, reddening into. Wrath 


„„ 2. | Demands 
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— Ambaſſadors are ſacred 


2a R UN N A M E D E. 


Demands a victim for che public good : 


A great example will reſtore the bet: 
A traitor's blood will reinſtate the laws. 


ARDEN. 

Does then the general voice pronounce his doom ? 
BARONs. 

One is our voice; and death is the award. 


 ARDIN. 


The "If of friendſhip, and the ties of blood 
Cancell'd, then awful juſtice holds its courſe. 
His Country is the parent of the brave, 

Who march devoted where ſhe points the way. 


[ Noiſe behind Scenes. Ampaſſador brought in. 


1 Ass ADOR. 


This is the infolence of anarchy ! 


Though you have riſen againſt your rightful king, 


I hope you {till regard the law of nations. 
Why, even in barbarous, and 1 in lavage ſtates, 


Anr EN. 
When they're honeſt. 


But, if they plot againſt the kingdom's weal, 
They anſwer with their life. There is a letter 


Sent 


4 TN A G:E DT. 27 


Sent by ſome traitor to your prince the Dauphin.. 5 
Produce chat letter, and in peace depart. 


[Ambaſſador gives it to Arden, who «OO it 
with marks of agitation. 2 1 


Alina 


You ſtart! From whom, my Lord ? 


ARDEN, [Giving it to him. 
Inform yourſelf. 


ALBEMARLE [Read tbe Le 


ce To the abi 


A dark deſign i is going. on againſt us; 
« Why art thou abſent in the day of war ? 
60 Come on the wings of love to ſave the fond, 
« Alt you come not, the undone—ELviNa.” 
My daughter-! Heavens ! It is impoſſible! 


Exvixa, [ entering anon by Albemarle. 


What means this tumult ? Oh! Eternal powers! 10 
I am betray'd : ! The fatal ſecret's known 


[ Apart. 


ALBE MARLE, [ Recovering from his aſtoniſh- 
ment, reads again. 
« A dark k deſign f is going « on againſt us; 
* Why art thou abſent in the day of war ? 
** Come on the * of love to ſave the fond, 
ä | 6c Ab! ' 
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25 RUNNAMED F, 


n if you come not, the undone-ET VIA. 
Undone Elvina 1 Ah } Undone indeed ! 1 


8 + | Seeing here: | 
Ha ! Take her from my bt Alas my daughter, 
Thou waſt an angel once !——Ye ſhades of death 


Fall round, and wrap me in your gloom forever ! 


 ARCHBISHOP. 


' Unhappy father ! ! we lament thy v woes. 
The ſacred ſeaſon of the hoary hair 
Such ſhocks of deſtiny can ill ſuſtain. 
In this dark hour of trouble and deſpair 
We look to thee alone. 
ALBEMARLE: | 

Support me, Heaven, 
In this tremendous hour, and give me ſtrength 
For ſuch a trial! Ah! what have I done? 
All-righteous God, what evil have I N 5 
That, in the fall of life, thy heavy hand 
In wrath ſhould cruſh me to the ground, and d bring 
My hoary head with ſorrow to the grave! 


Tou wonder at me: Tell me how to act; 
Ye that are fathers, tell me what to do? — 
Shall my Elvina ?—Muſt my daughter die? 
'Oh ! muſt the parent doom his child to death ?— 
—You anſwer not. Your  Uence, and your tears, 
* Point 


1 TERA GEDY. 29 


Point out my path . . . I was a father fond, 
Fond to diſtraction of an only child —ꝛ-—- 
But I am juſt; and I have not forgot | 
What to my country and my oath I owe. 
Nature may cry, but juſtice ſhall be heard: 
Dear, dear as the is to me ſhe ſhall die! 
- ARCHBISHOP. | 

Hard is thy duty! now, heroic father ! | 4 
But high the part appointed thee of Heaven. 3 A 
Reſume thy ſpirit : Call thy virtue forth. 71 
Now, in the conſcious eye of Heaven and earth, 
Thou acteſt for the glory, for the good 

Of ages yet to come: Thou ſtandeſt forth, 

A great example to the wondering world. 

I ſee it plain: Behold the hand of Heaven 
Stretch'd from the iky, and beckoning thee to tread 
A high heroic path he latter days, 
The fate of England i in ſucceeding times, 
The fame and glory of the Britiſh iſle, 


Hang on the paling hour. 


gt po, Fey 7 * 
nn, 


— 


ALBEMARLE, [hr foniſÞment: 
What means my Lord! — 
Axchhisnor. 
Lo! now 'tis thine, by one immortal deed, 
Jo form the character of future times, 
And raiſe a ſpirit that ſhall never die. 
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30% RUNNAMED k. 


See! What a family you will embrace! 
You riſe the founder of a mighty ſtate, _ 
The father of the free! The nation takes 5 
From you its temper; and the ages riſe | 
| To call you patriot! Ah Wh would not wim 
* deſtiny ſo h e 


e 


ALBEMARLE: 
I wiſh it not. 


„ AnchBIs Hor. 
'Twas thus, when Rome her liberty regained, 
A father doom' d his darling ſon to death; - 


He won immortal glory, and inſpired | 


Rome with his ſpirit. From his patriot deed 
Went ſudden virtue living ober the land. 
The Roman kindled when he heard the tale, 


And ſtepp'd a hero forth; and eager burn'd 
For Rome to combat, and for Rome to die. 


| Hence heroes, patriots, croud the hiſtoric page 
Hence conſuls, ſenators, a God-like train! 
Hence a great people roſe, the Lords of earth; 
Hence many centuries of glory roll'd 

In long proceſſion ; and eternal Rome, 

The Queen of nations, did aſcend the throne, 
fry ray Me ſceptre of the ſea-girt world. 


ALBEMARLE. oo en 


Thou haſt r no daughter — | * 
| ARDEN. 


A TRAGEDY. Ty 
ARDEN. Hive 
xs, I.!n the dreadful ſhock 
Of this difaſter, Bot it is meet | 
That to a parent's feelings we appeal, 
And bid the father of his country judge. 
[The Barons retire to the bottom of 
the Theatre. 
ALBEMARLE, [On the front. 
Am I the judge? My country, at thy voice, 
This old gray head ſhall wear the helm again: 
Bare in the field theſe ſcars ſhall bleed anew. — 
O powerful Nature! Pm a father ſtill 
Thou bleeding innocence! Ah! ſhould the fword 
Juſt aim to touch that tender trembling boſom, 
"Tis mine to ward the blow.—Shall I direct 
The dagger to the boſom of my child, 
And ſtop the deareſt current of my blood ?— 
But juſtice, truth, i imperious honour, 8 


Forgive me, O my country, if I ſtain 
A Roman's virtue with unmanly drops 


5 "Tis done. Th' irrevocable doom is ſealed. | 
Where am I? Ha! the ſhades of death ſurround me, 

And graves, and monuments, and ghaſtly forms— _ 

That path leads down to blood—Thou fainted ſhade, | 


Who gav'ſt a blooming cherub to my, arms, 


0 turn mo —_ eyes from this fad ſeene, 1 


** 


33 RUNNAMEDE, 


Nor look upon the deed !—Ah |! piteous fight ! 


Stretch'd on the block, the trembling victim's laid; 
The pale hand waves that ſhould have clos'd my eyes. 


That was the ſign of death What do I ſee ?— 
A heedleſs trunk; a mangled corpſe—Oh ! Oh 


| Barons, the dreadful ſacrifice is made: 
But ſpare me ! ſpare a father the fad fight !— 


Let ah! before I go let me behold her, 


To take a long laſt look of my Elvina 


Before ſhe dies, before we part forever. 


Al hear her ſtep. The trembler comes. She looks 


$ ſhe were innocent. Her face is woeful, 


F "Yet it is lovely; I could look for ever. 


My daughter — Thou art doom' d Theſe tears will tell 
* child! My child ! 13 [thee— 
[ Looking earneſtly upon her as he goes out, 


BARON. 


Alas ! unhappy n man * 
Thy a age 1s — Ill fated maid, 


In prime of youth and beauty doom'd to death! 
ARDEN. 


Now, as the law of chivalry ordains, 3 


And honour's cauſe demands, Barons prepare 


FEY place of combat in the liſted field ; 


If any Knight or Baron of the land 
Will ſtand a enen to defend the fair. 


. BRENT: 


Elvina, you are beautiful; allured 


1 
A IR AG E D F. 


% 1 
ARDEN, ELINA. 


This 1 morning, 3 you appeared 
The wife of Arden in the eye of England, 

And tho” our hands were not in wedlock j join 'd, 
Our intereſt is one, I have a right 

To interpoſe in your concerns ; and more, 


I feel your ſorrows as they were my own, 


For I lament you more than I can blame; 


ELVINA. 


I hope my Lord you come not to diſturb 
The dying moments of a wretched maid, 


And wring a heart that ſoon Thall ceaſe to beat. 


Axa bzw. 
I come not to renew, but end your woes. 
I've a propoſal for thy ſerious ear, 
On which the fortune of thy life depends 


ExLvixas 


My Lord, I üſten to It 


ARDEN; 


You are young; 


E 


And 85 
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And dazzled with falſe glory, you have erred 0 
One ſtep from duty; if reflection ſoon 3 
Recalls you to the path from which you've ſtrayed, 
You add one beauty to a virtuous life, 
Which ſpotleſs innocence can never boaſt. 
If you renounce, if from your heart renounce, 
' Renounce for ever that opprobrious ny 
Then I this inſtant to the plain deſcend, 
The champion of your cauſe : A huſband's arm 
4 Wil wipe our ſtain that Teſts 1 vac name, 


| rnd, and 1 9 with ſupreme md, 
4 * Will never biook diſhonour, never bear 
Ihe ſhadow of affront ; 
' To point the finger, or to lift the look 
Of ſcorn | him. . 


nor ſuffer man 


| ELVINA. 
In this hour of woe, 
Your noble generoſity, my Lord, 
Hath given another pang to this ſad boſom, 
Which yet, alas ! no juſt return can make. 
Inviolable vows oppole your claim; 
Stronger than vows, unalterable love 


Reigns in a heart that owns no ſecond Lord. 


| ARDEN. 


RNA AED 
. AR DIN. 
That is the lan guage of averſion fix d. 

| . ELVINA. - 
It is the language of Elvina's ſoul. 


Be Anprx. | | 
And have I merited thy ſtedfaſt ſcorn ? 


FELVIN a. 
I ſcorn thee not. I can diſtingniſh well 
A lover's paſſion from a Baron's pride. 
The candid boſom opens to the day; 
Nor clothes ambition in the garb of love. 
Your virtues I revere; your rank reſpect; 
But who can teach a tender heart to throb? 
T look upon thee as my Father's friend; 


My country's champion : Never as my knight, 
Or as my huſband. 
| Arp EN. 


Then behold your judge 
. Guards, watch t the priſoner. 


SCENE W 


aum“ alone. 
Now the dye i 1s caſt ; 
And I have ſealed hs ſentence of my death. 


7 
4 — A ini - — 1 . 

— 1 13 4 N _ p PR V. 8 < 
HY PPP OED df none no tn RIF CO Cao | - 
= N 2 4 _ is — & = 

l Dr _— 5 OO » 
OR, + = by * ; 
e . Cn IRR Tn as =. - "= 


r 
2 


„6 „„ 


. r * 
e 


— — a = — ———— - 


- 0-9 


- ' 8 — — mk — 
— 3 
— r ———— 8 ne 
* at, - Vow * = — 
* — — — a 455, — 
« * vos \ peo — L — 
: Þ 5 ls. Mae - — N * I. 
2 1 - r — 
_ * 2 2 * 
2 hs AO TT BR oF er — 8 
— . 
* 
ne r * re fon 6 L — — 
0 * > * . * — 2 — 


* 
2 _ 


— — * 
* = — — 
* * N 2 F — — —— 
_ — 
2 on — — 
4 7 „ 
-— — n 72 =o _ 
— er 3 - 
* 1 Wes 
G 8 Nee pu = tes > ” 
— — — 2 2 7 q * 4 - by 


O be not abſent in the hour of woe! 
Forſake me not when by the world forſaken | 


36 * N N A N E D. . 
O thou that helper of the helpleſs art! 


No hope have I on earth: To thee I fly, 

As to a father's arms: I have no father, 

No friend, but thee alone. God of my youth! 
Thou didſt receive me with paternal arms 
When caſt an infant on a wretched world; 

And when a ſtranger thou didſt guide my feet 


Thro' the wild maze of lite: O leave me not, 


My God, in my laſt hour! 


: x [ Going off with the Cuts ALBEMARLE en- 


ters, takes her by the hand, and leads her 
in filence to the front of the ſtage. | 


ALBEMARLE. 
Alas! my daughter, s 
The 3 of trouble now hath come upon us! 


am an old man: I am miſerable ! 
And thoy art fallen, friendleſs, and orion! 


Alas, Elvina ! Thou haſt brought us low! 


ELVINA. 


. I'm every Way unhappy and undone. 


ALBEMARLE. 


After what paſs'd this morning, what you've done 


80 wild, ſo monſtrous ſeems—it is incredible! 
| „ 5 5 Alas! 


A TRAGEDY, 


Alas! it was the effort of deſpair. 


I would not ſhock thee now Twould be an infult— 


O Heaven! what agony the boſom rends 
When the curſe comes upon the hoary head ! 


ELVINA. 


Oh! I am doubly wretched to involve 
My father i in deſpair |— _ 


ALBEMARLE. 
O fond old man 

O fooliſh father ! I delighted, thought, 
This tempeſt o'er, my evening would be bright, 
And my departure like the ſetting ſun. 

I fondly thought, when better days return'd, 
Safe under ſhadow of the vine to ſing, 

Und bleſs my children's children ! fondly thought 
Jo fee a race of thine around me riſe, 
The young Elvinas of the age to come; 
Trace my own features in their opening looks, 
Hear the firſt accents of their liſping tongues, 
Woo their embraces, fold them in my arms, 
And like an old man prattle in their praiſe. 
Then looking heaven- ward, to depart in peace, 
In his good hour: Within their arms and thine, 
Th' embrace of nature! look my laſt adieus, 
And ſmile, and fall aſleep—O God of W 
Now I am } childleſs '—— 


ELINA. 


33 RUN N A M E D E, 
ELVINA. 
 ?Tis too much, my father: 
8 I was prepar'd to meet thy ſtern rebuke; 
I could have borne the looks and words of wrath, 


But ſhield me, Heaven! for I can ne'er ſupport 


A father's tenderneſs, a father's tears, 
'That look forlorn that marks the burſting heart, 


| ALBEM ARLE. * 


To what is age reſerved? 15 never thought 


That thou would'ſt prove a parricide, my daughter, | 
That thou wouldſt pluck theſe white hairs by the root, 


And dig thy father's grave. I thought not ſo, 
[Starting back. 

What | haſt * done?—Yet thou art {till my child ; 

Thou art Dy only child !— 5 

[T aking her in his arms, 

By Arden awed, 

None of our Barons will defend thy cauſe: . 

I will defend thee ; I will be thy champion, 

Old is my arm, but, in a cauſe like this, 

A daughter 8 cauſe, it {till can draw the ſword. 


I'm young again— 5 n his 1 | 
ELVINA. 
A combat ſo unjuſt, 

A eaacle ſo dire, I muſt forbid. 

In this alone I from your voice appeal, 

El. | Never 


A TRAGE D v. 8 


Never to yield. O you have ever been | 
The nobleſt friend, the beſt, the fondeſt father ! 


And can you think that I would poorly prove 
Such an ungrateful and unnatural child 

As &er endanger, in the ſtrife of death, 

Vour life for mine one inſtant ? All I aſk 
2 In my laſt moments, O forget my fault, 
The fault of too much love; at laſt forgive 
A child—who never can offend you more ! 
When J am ſilent, as I ſhall be ſoon, 
Let not reproach aſſail my virgin fame, 
And heap diſhonour on the head laid low. 
Defend your daughter when ſhe's in the duſt. 
Let not the voice of ſlander pierce my tomb, 
To break the peacetul Sabbath of the grave, 
And call my ſpirit from the land of relt. 


I would confer in ſecret with my maid. 
Adieu, my father! If we meet no more, 
Adieu forever! 


ALBEMARLE, [ Embracing her. 
O my lovely child, 
Adieu f b- Eternal eye alone beholds 


When we ſhall meet again 


SCENE 


1 


ELVINA, EMMA. 


ELVINA. 


My faithful 3 
My dear companion in the days of youth 
Before diſtinction of our birth was known, 
I would depart in peace with all the world. 
If ever I have treated you with rigour, 
Or cid you without cauſe— 


| 3 never, never 

M noble Lady, you have ever been 

The beſt, the kindeſt, and the ſweeteſt miſtreſs, 
And leſs your ſervant than your friend I've lived. 
O would to God that I could die for 708: 


- peg, 


L have a laſt requeſt to make, my Emma, 

A dying charge to give! Find out that youth 
For whom in early years I'm doom'd to die; 
O tell him, charge him, if he ever loved me, 
To guard, to pity, and ſolace the age 

Of my poor father! as another child 

My place to fill, my duty to perform. 


Tell 


aA TRA ED 41 
Tell that for him I would have wiſh'd to live: 
rell that for him I died: And all I aſk, 
Js for my fake, for his Elvina's fake, 
| To love my father, and remember me! 
I know his tender heart: I would not wiſh him 
To mourn my fate in bitterneſs of ſoul, 
And waſte his days in ſolitude and ſorrow. 
Vet I would have him—ſometimes to be ſad— 
To think of her who died for him ; to come 
A midnight mourner to my ſilent tomb, 
And wet my aſhes with a lover's tears. 
'Then in th appointed houſe I'll reſt in peace, 
And wait the morning that awakes the dead. 
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Flour] iſh if * rumpets. Enter ELyms, his Squire bear- 
fog bis Armour. Attendants. 


| Ex.vixe. 


ATL native land ! 10 3 of early days! = 
Ye haunts of friendſhip, and retreats of love, 
| Receive a ſtranger to your ſhades again! 
You I reviſit with a throbbing heart. 
In youthful days, in your inſpiring bowers, 
Rapt to the world of fancy, I have wiſh'd 
For ſuch occaſion high ; my country's cauſe, 
The cauſe of liberty, the cauſe of love, 
And of Elvina | Providence divine 
Be thine the praiſe ! who haſt before me ſet 
The deeds that never die; unſheath'd my ſword 
For ages yet to come, and ſent the voice 


Which Gals the brave to freedom and to dme. 
Enier Epo ak. 


Come, Edgar! haſt thou found my antient friends! 13 
Haſt thou beheld ?- — 


A r N 43 
EDGAR. 
Alas! unhappy your : 
Theſe hoſtile 1 contain no friend of thine. 


ELvidr. 


What? ? has three ſeaſons chang'd them ? 2 Am 1 chen 
So foon forgotten? | 5 


EDGAR. 


Thou a art not forgotten! 


"= "WE 


= | Exvixe. oh; "my | 

My God ! What dot thou mean? Thy faultering 
er 

F orgets its office : : My old friend thou e 


4 


 Epcas- 53 | 


And [ have Ss = to Weep. Theſe hoon * years; 
The humble native of your father's houſe, 
Or foilower of your fortune, I have lived. 

Full many changes in the tract of time 
Sad have I ſeen! But ah! 1 little thought whe og 
That I ſhould live to fee my noble maſter 
Denied the honours which his birth demands, 
Excluded from th? aſſembly of the Barons— 
Another lead the army. „„ _ - 


— | ELVINE. 


* ** * * 
ES 1 


4 RUN N AME D E, 
' Euvins, 
Heavens ! Another ? 
Who is is appointed to that high command 1 


EpGAR. | 
Think of the man whom leaſt you could expect; 
Think of the enemy of all your race; 
The Saxon Ae 


ELIN R. 
Arden! Gracious powers 
Ah! where was Albemarle, my antient friend ? E 7 


 EDcar. 
His favour FR him to that high command, 


EL vine. 


My father's friend, the father of Elvina, 
My mortal foe ! The ſtroke of fate is come, 
And now the meaſure of my woes is full. 


Epoan. 
o chou haſt heard as yet but half thy ſorrows ! X 
I have a tale to tell, which I could wiſh | 
| | To hide for ever from thine ear—Elvina— 
_—_ 5 
What of Elvina ?— 


aan. 5 
Haden” $ named her huſband. 


| Euvntz. 


A TRAGEDY. 


ELVINE [Fixed 3 in afton Jhment. 
2 Elvina falſe ! Elvina Arden's wife! - 
Then there is nothing i in the world for me: 
I've no connection with the human kind; 
No friend upon the earth. Let us 5 


1 ſpread my banners for the * land. 
Let us be gone. 


 Epcar. 
Elina is not falſe. 
Ah ! ſhe alone was faithful to her friend. 
This day declares her honour and her love. 
Her father doom'd her to the arms of Arden, 
Whom ſhe abhorr'd, and ſhe refus'd to wed 


ELviny. 
* ſhe' $ not wedded Pp 
ED AR. 5 
ELVINE. 
All- gracious powers! ] 


She 8 conſtant, and ſhe's mine ? Col God of heaven! ' 


What thanks are equal to a gift fo great : - 
'The fair, the faithful, and the fond Elvina 1 


| EDGar. eta 
In her diſtreſs ſhe wrote to thee to fave 8 - 


The . was ſtopt; the letter found. 
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She i is condemn'd to . J Yon 3 holds her. 


I faw her looking from the 1 iron grate, 


Her hands in fetters, and her eyes in tears: 
L could not bear the fight ; I went a-part, 
And wept alone. 


| ELVINE. 


My love, my love, for me 
Thy . in fetters, and thine eyes in tears q 


No chains, no priſon, ſhall confine thee long 
[ Sounds * lamentation heard bebind the Kae, 


What venerable Father ſtands aghaſt | 
In yonder porch : ? Beneath the weight of years, 
And cruſh ef ſorrow, to the earth he bends. 


1 


He wrings his hands; caſts a wild look to heaven; ; 


And rends his hoary locks. ths comes this way, 
Heavens ! it is Albemarle !— 


Enter ALBEMARLE, | 


*Tis over now! 
Curs'd be the hour that ever I was born! 


Eternal Juſtice ! haſt thou ſpar'd my youth, 


Yet doom'd thy ſervant i in the dregs of life '; 
To drain the bitter cup? Haſt t WS... 42 


Ihe vials of thy wrath to NOR down 


Upon n blaſted ond — 
. 13 e e id 
a 1ſt 28 


A TRAGEDY. = * 


ELvIxE Aide. 
My heart bleeds for bim. 
He was my ancient friend. 


2 

_ Almighty Power ! 
Who « on the 1 of a parent's heart 
Haſt founded human life ! and ſtrongly bound 
By love's embrace the families of men: 

If thou art worſhipp'd by a FaTHER's name! 
Regard my anguiſh, and ſupport my * 


For I am in deſpair * 2 


Tv. 
Unhappy father! 
Whoſe woes bring tears into a ftranger' 8 eyes, 
May I inquire the cauſe ? Can this right arm 
| Redreſs the wrongs of age ? 


— 


ALBEMARLE. 
Alas ! alas! 
No human hand can ſave me from the gulph 
Which deep and dark diſcloſes to my view. 
Before you ſtands the father moſt forlorn | 
That ever bore the name. I had a daughter, 
The joy, the bleſſing, and the pride of age 7 


I gave her hand to an illuſtrious Lord ; 
But ſhe betray'd us; the i is doom'd to Sia 


ELVIxxE. 
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nN NAM E D E. 1 
Ex-vine. 


n Elvina doon'd to death Y 


= 8 ALBEMARLE: 
_ A ſhameful death, 


148 But oh at deeply wounds a Baron' 8 honour! 
0 1 Heavens ! am I fallen fo low? No Engliſh youth 
Or noble of the land aſſerts her cauſe, 

4 And comes a champion to the liſts of war. 

4 i I. roſe in arms, and claim'd the cauſe myſelf ; 


[ I am forbid the field. — 
[| ELVIxE. 


| Elvia 8 cauſe 
Will bring a 1 om the gate of . 


— 
il | Thou art the only comforter I've found ; a 
| | Thy voice alone relieves a father's heart. 
let me embrace thee in my aged arms: 
| I'll call thee fon !—But Oh! a dreadful ſcene 


= Begins to draw; the ſcaffold is prepared 
= Soon to be dyed with hlood ; the ax is laid : 
WW The priſon opens : The grim ſoldiers ſeize her; 
They drag my daughter forth . . . . to execution. 
And I—muſt I * it Let me e die! a 


+ 


A TRAGEDY. 
O death! thou angel of the wretched, come 
To my relief, and lay me with my fathers ! 5 
Thou'rt thunderſtruck, my ſon! 


Exvine. 


No power on earth 5 
A ſcaffold! By the Almighty ! ere that day 
England ſhall ſtream, the ſcaffold of her ſons. 


. ALBEMARLE. = 55 
Vonder they come, the harbingers of death, 
In ſad proceſſion and with engines drear, 
The red · robed judges, and the mitred prieſts, 
The grim, the ghaſtly miniſters of fate : 
Support me, O my ſon!— | 


LE nter Ratios Fudges, c. with attendants. 


ARDEN to ALBEMARLE. 
Depart, my friend. 

0 if your ir daughter or yourſelf you love, 

Let me intreat your abſence i in this hour 1. 


ELVINE. 
Do not depart. 
ALBEMARLE. | 
I will not leave this youth, 
He is my friend—my only friend 
In this dire day. 


G 15 N Anz. | 


X UN N A M E D E, 


ARDEN. 
My duty binds me e 
A fad ſpectator I muſt now remain 
To give due rites and dignity to law. 
But how wilt thou ſupport a ſcene fo dire? 
*Twould make thy mortal enemy relent. 


Alas! it is not for a Father's eye. 


ALBEMARLE. 


After wht I have ſcen and felt this day, 

The flaſh that melts the globe, the voice that ſounds 
The knell of nature, and the cloſe of time, 

Would not amaze me—HHeavens ! is that the ſound? 


| [ Dead march is bent. 1 "Dy opening. 
2 [lowly di iſcovers a ſcaffold, engines of torture, 
Executioners, & 2 Enter at the ſide ſcene 


ELvina drefed i in hes furrounded with 
Guards. 5 


ELINA. 


| Barons of England, hear my dying words. 


| A virgin, bold in conſcious i innocence, 
Will never ſtand a ſuppliant in your fight 
Jo move your pity by her prayers or tears. 
Nor will the tremble at a human bar, 
— 8 greatly confident i in him who made 
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Her ſpotleſs heart, will on the moment's wing 


Aſcend a ſpirit at the throne of heaven. 


Barons, you gave a bubanties my hand; 
My heart was wedded to another Lord. 
From all unnatural rule the foul revolts : 


The law of nature is the law of love. 


The noble mind determines its own deeds ; 
Appeals to no tribunal upon earth, 
But anſwers to itſelf: There ſits the judge, 


And the high counſellor who cannot err. 


Vile fetters you may throw on noble hands, 
And as a priſoned criminal confine - 
The daughter of illuſtrious Albemarle. 
| But the high mind, free and invincible, 
Spurns at the chain, the priſon, and the ax. 


Here I avow it, dying I avow 
. My love unaltered to that noble youth, 


And glory in the flame which makes me fall 
; A virgin martyr to the man a [ loved. 


And, Barons, be afured, when you behold 
On yonder block the bloody ax deſcend, 
The death-felt blow will be the awful pang | 
Which rends a father's and a lover's heart. 


351 


ALBEMARLEs 


„ RUNNAMED E, 


ALBENARLE. 


Tremendous deſtiny Alas! my ſon, 
Thy fpirit proans. Big drops ruſh from thine eye. 
| Tam a parent, ”m no tear I ſhed. 


ELvix 4 7 TY 
= Eternal Father, now I come to thee! 
1 4% 4 


Receive me to thyſelf; into thy hands 
I give my parting ſpirit ; I reſign 
Myſelf a victim to my native land; 
Accept the facrifice! Avert my doom 
Far from the heads of thoſe who ſhed my blood ; 
Support my father's age when I am gone, 
And he is deſolate : Whatever years, 
Whatever joys, thou takeſt from my life, 
Repay to him with manifold increaſe. 
O may he never, never, never feel, | 
In lonely ſadneſs that he wants a daughter, 
15 Red is a father now, alas! no more! 


[Riſen ſhe looks towards the ſeaffold. The f- 


nal for execution is heard. 5 8 
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ELVINE drawing 35 foord. 


This is my time: Unhand me !— 


r 


ALBEMARLE, 


A TRAGED Y. 
ALBEMARLE. 


Do not leave 
The « helpleſs. I am RT Oh! ſupport, me! 
[ Falling into the arms 2 ELVINE, is carried off. 


Eva. [The executioners rs approaching. 4 


I come. Indulge me with a parting moment. 
My father, I have one requeſt to make 

Has he, too, left me? Now I am alone. 

Almighty Father! thou art with me ſtill. 
My eye, that cloſes in the ſleep of death, 


Looks up to thee to guide me thro” the gloom 
That frowns before my face; the dreary vale 
That darkly opens is the path to the. 
Yet it is awful. O ſuſtain my ſoul ! 

Stretch from the ſky thine everlaſting __ 
Receive a martyr to the land of peace 


[The Executioners throwing a veil over ber. E- 
_ VINE advances ſuddenly and removes them. 


_ ELvine. 
Avaunt! ye miniſters. of death! Avaunt! 
She ſhall not die. 

Ez.vina. 
O at Whom a le? 


'Tis he! Almighty God! *tis he !— 


* down in e, Tia bears Jo of | 
ARDEN. 
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| R U NN A M E D E. 


ARDEN. 


What youth i is this? A noble of the land 
His garb. denotes. ' The Lady leem'd to know him. | 


| Methinks he's too familiar for a * 


, Z Ba RONS. 
We know him not. 
ELvine cam with his ſword drawn. 


Nobles, where is the man 


Who can accuſe this Lady? 


ARDEN. 
_ TT accuſe her. 


And who dare ſay my accuſation's falſe ? 


Ei. vixx. 


Tis one who dares whatever valour dared. 


 *Tis one who does whatever honour did. 
Tis I. I throw my gauntlet on the ground 
Io prove thine accuſation falſe as hell ; 


Falſe as on. 
. 
Young man, I know thee not. 
ELvine. 


My friends have known ane, and my foes have known 


ov; too, ſhalt know me ſoon, TO Rn. me, 


ARD N. 


A TRAGEDY.” 


ARDEN. 


Haſt — a name? 
It il becomes the 3 of an hoſt 1, 
With a raw wandering knight wy break a ſpear. 


_ Exvine, 


Hear then, and wok] You behold 3 in me 
The man whom you have wrongs have deeply 
wrong 4 ug 


> 


Anbkx. 


We man, In never ſaw thee till this hour. 
No human form of ay that I have wrong'd him. 


| ELvine. 


i bold ? Ha! didit thou not traduce this Lad 


Defame her baſely ? wantonly ? maliciouſly ? 
And, with a villain's dagger, ſtab her fame? 


Eternal God! becauſe a lovely maid | 
Shrunk all-abhorrent from thy loathed arms, 
Thou, like a tfaitor, like a coward too; 
A cool, a cruel, cowardly aſſaſſin, | 
Wouldſt murder beauty, and, by form of * 5 
Shed the pure blood of virgin innocence. 


Even like a criminal's upon the ſcaffold _ 


2 4 * 


, _ 
p is? 
2 . 22 


. 


I did what juſtice, did what honour bade, 
I did my duty. What is that to thee? 


ELvine. 


To me! I meant not to declare my birth 


Till I had proved it. I have ever been 


| Diſcovered by my deeds. Like Him in heaven 
Wbo in the majeſty of darkneſs dwells, 
But ſends the thunder to reveal the God. 


1: Behold the man ww all of you * wronged, 
The ſole remains of an illuſtrious houſe, 


The laſt deſcendant of a noble line, 


Who merits by his birth, and by his fword, 
To * the den, of the —— hoſt: 


Aba, taking 83 Cone, 
Ti is well. Thou'rt e of my ſword. 


1 


There is a time, and this is ſure che time 


When noble virtue may aſſert itſelf, 


And conſcious honour glow with its own fires. 


Barons of England, you kinks wrong'd me deeply! 


Who, crediting the lie of rumour falſe, 


| — 2 Briton of a Briton s right, 


Expell'd 


A TRA 
Expell'd a Baron from a Baron's rank. 
He is a traitor to his native land, 

A traitor to mankind, who in a cauſe 
That down the courſe of time will fire the world, 
Rides not upon the lightning of the ſky, _ 

= "To ſave his country. What, what had 1 done 


To merit ſuch a name? 


ARCHBISHOP, | 
| Mifſled by fame, 
Indeed we injured you. Ge 
Erving. 
| Why, then, redreſs 
The injury you've done. If, in the ſtrife, | 
Which muſt be mortal—Arden falls by me, 


I claim the honour which my birth demands, 
Io lead the army. 


| Barons. 
"Tis indecd your due. 
Anpux. 


Thou ſpeakꝰſt it 3 The Arrife of tongues, 
The war of women, I did ever ſcorn. 
Now let the ſword decide. 


ELIN. 


"11s drawn, : 


"Bu 


58 AN d E 
ARDEN, | 
Lead on. 


ELvine, 


1 follow thee, Elvina comes this way. 
I would not meet her now. Edgar remain. 


EpDcaR, ELvINA, EMMA. 
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Unhappy maid ! She comes from death. She looks 
As ſhe indeed were riſen from the grave 
'. * ſaint i in glory! Let me kneel before her. 
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Moſt noble Lady, graciouſly permit 

| An old domeſtic of your father's houſe 

To kiſs your garment, at your feet to fall 
With flowing tears. I . your n all 
Remembers me. 


ted 
. 


ELVINA, 


I've not forgot you, Edgar ; ; 


Nor will I &er forget you. Riſe, my friend. 


"Poon, 


Lovely and gentle you was ever thus. 
Vour face ſtill ſnone upon your father's houſe, 
The face of a good angel. O what men, 


What murderers, could doom that beauteous form 
To ſuch a death? 


ELVINA. 


A TNA GE D 
ELvIxA. 


1 have forgiven thank Edgar, 


- Road 


But Heaven will not \ forgive them 


ELVIN A. 5 


Where is . ? 
Where has my father with the Barons gone 2 


Thy colour changes. Ah! my heart forbodes 
The fear'd event. Is this the appointed hour 
For mortal. combat 2— 


Epoan. . 
*Tis indeed the time, 
ELvina. [ Trumpets heard. 


T he trumpets ſound. The dreadful ſignal's given. 


Now life or death. Help, help me, Powers of Heaven 
Support me, Emma — 


EMMA. 


Angels hover oer him, 
| And guard the 1 with the ſhield af Heaven ! 5 


ELVIN A. 


Run Edgar to the liſts, and bring us | Siding 
Fain would I look—1 dare not look that way. 
Huſh | Hark ! O Emma! Didſt thou hear a groan ? 


EMMa, 


6% R UN N AM E D E, 


Tis midnight ſilence 
Exvmca. 


5 Let me look again. 1 . 
Yonder they meet. Bchold the flaſh of arms 
And lo the ſword that ſhall be died in blood ! 


Whoſe blood, O heavens! Turn Emma to the field 'Y 


Sul look no more. 


ENA. 


Heavens How T wenkte:! Ha! 
A FAT Geek! There roſe the ſhriek of death 


ELVINA. 


Now all is over, and my fate is fix 'd. 


m deſtincd now to rapture or deſpair, 
For ever and for ever ! 


[A loud ſhout heard. 
: O my heart : 
The army triumphs in their General's joy. 
My hero's fallen. I am gone again. 
My God : twice in one day! — 
EMMA. 
Fri the Bund 
ot feet approaching faſt. 


; ELVINA. 


ACTTRAGEWY 
ELVIN A. 
Let us be gone. 

9 [As they go out 


Enter ELVINE. 


Where is my love ? we life? Where doſt hat fly, 

Thou firſt of women ? Fairer to my fight 

Than &er thou waſt, and dearer to my ſoul !. | 

Return and bleis my arms that ſtretch to ſtrain thee— * 
ELVINA. 

Alive? O God— 


ELVINE. 


Thou haſt no foe. Thy cauley 


The cauſe of beauty, innocence, and love, 
Has made hy: ien victorious in the field. 


"Ys | 


How ſhall 1 chank the ſaviour of my life? 
is thus ! *Tis thus! my Elvine |— 


[Running from the fide ſcene into his arms. 
ELVINE. 
| My Elvina ! 
At laſt we meet in joy. 
ELVINA. 
To part no more. 


Oh! Elvine, but for thee my loves for thee, * 
Alas 


— F e 


62 RUNNAMEDE, 


Alas! this day—O how ſhall I repay 


* matchleſs truth, thy tenderneſs, thy love ? 


| Exvine. | 


In this embrace tis more than all repay d. 


88 ARCHBISHOP and BARONS. 
ARCHBISHOP. 


Much injur'd youth, the victory 1s s thine! 


We judg'd before we knew. Let looſe from hell 


A lying ſpirit had deceived the land. 
We know thee now, the hero of the hoſt. 


Exulting England owns her darling ſon. 


This day confirms what we have often heard, 


Thy deeds of proweſs in the holy land; 
For thy renown flew grateful from the Eaſt, 


Like incenſe waſted on the wings of morn. 


We meant to ſerve our country, when, miſled 
By rumours falſe, we blotted out thy name 
From the confederate Barons. Now in truth 


We ſerve our country, when with one accord 


We hail thee leader of the Britiſh hoſt. 


ELVINE. 


% 


Your bounty, Barons, with a beating heart, 


I now accept : It was my early wth 
To lead an army in my country's cauſe ; 


4 T 1 A - 
But hardly hop'd for ſuch a glorious day: | 


To lift the banners of the free, and mark 
The patriot ſpirit ſpread from man to man. 


Alike the danger, and the honour”: s dear. 
I march the foremoſt i in the ranks of war, 


To live with freedom, or to die with fame. 


ARCHBISHOP. 


King John's ambaſſador has reach'd the camp. 
Now let us claim the hour of conference 
To have the charter of our freedom ſealed. 


65 = Ain TITTY 
ya = | 
rs 7 l 


n 
< Fo * * * * 
8 3 * n n 
* a 
dt $52 22 r 
* * - 
0 * — 


+ —_— 
4 1 * 
- 7-48 7 
— 


1 e 12 vi 
\ 8 " $7» \ \ \ „ 1 a 
| e 5 E * N | ut IR. 
: N l nt - Aon) bo Sel; 2 _ INNER 4 
\ 8 # 5 , : \ 
l " : : = 
> *% OO — 15 — en „ F \ 
WIT r eee > Þ aging oe IN . n 82 is * r r _ 
N at - ag Ws J re a C r 8 % I A . 1 1 NS ts n 2 , oo 4 N "= 4 
Cn 2 2 ä e — W TE „ ˙ Fo; 
wires — — —— 222 — —— 7, — : — 1 — , — 4 — a” 
K n e ee 1 1 . — e 1 n 2 y 5 9. 2 2 1 W 1s K * 
n — * 8 N — * $462 , oil FIG rr * — — 5 . ng * « _— « a RE? "Rx CEPT RI 
a a x 3 oy U * 8 
— Vu; vo 113 ra ani Mi wet —— — — on . * — ANon oj — y — —— —— "y — 
. _—_— . * 


Haughty and high, like victors from the field, 
They ſpeak in thunder, raiſe the eye to heaven, 


64 RUNNAMEDE, 


rr 


SCENE  Runnamede. 
KING JohN, Nobles, and Courtiers. 
Johx. 


HALL I reſign the ſceptre of my fires, 
And give the haughty Barons leave to oa a 2 


No! Periſh all before that fatal hour. 


The majeſty of Kings I will ſuſtain, 
And be a monarch, while I am a man. 


[| His AMBASSADOR returns. 


What from the Barons ? 


AMBASSADOR. 


I have ſearch'd their foul, 
And to their paſſions ipoke ; but ſpoke in vain. 


And tread with giant ſteps, 


JohN. 
So bold * fierce! 
Are not my veteran and victorious troops 


* 


Superior 


A TRAGED Y. _ = 


Superior to a military mob 
That never ſaw a camp? 


AMBASSADOR. 


Superior far. 


But yet their ſpitit $ high, No terms of truce, 


No compoſition will they now accept. 
1 JohN. 
Is not the leader of their army ſlain ? 


AMBASSADOR. 


Yes: But a braver general ſucceeds, 


The nobleſt name that Britain now can n boaſt, 
The . Elvine. 


JoRN. 
Thou haſt nam'd a hero. 


AMBASSADOR. 


1 they talk'd of grievances and wrongs, 


And pray'd to pour them in your royal ear. 
I nam'd this hour for friendly conference. 


Forgive me, gracious King, the time requires 


An union with your Barons. Loud and bold 


The Dauphin ſends defiance to your hoſt, _ 
And gives you battle at the evening hour. 


While France prefers a title to your crown, 


1. - - 


9 
bg. 


6; RUN N A M E D E, 
And comes to claim it with the pointed ſword; : 


wo liege, your ſubjeQs muſt not be your foes. 
CO 


| 33. 
The time will teach us: Hark the Barons come. 
Enter MESSENGER. 


My Liege, the trumpets of the hoſt of England. 


\ 


Joun, to his Miniſter. 


Receive the Barons. 


; [ He retires into the Royal Tent. 
Enter EL.vine, ALBEMARLE, ARCHBISHOP, and 
BaRoNs. 


| Baron. 


| Darker than the fm 
The Monarch frown'd, as he could ſhake the earth 
And move the kingdoms with his repter d hand. 
He does not deign to hear us. 


Exyins. 


He ſhall hear us. 
Loud as be trumpet that awakes the dead 


| His people* J voice {hall thunder i in his ears. 


: LS 


, 


; KINO 
44A | | 


A T 
Kine Jonx's MixisTER. 
Barons, the ſacred Majeſty of England, 
Still watching for the people's weal, demands 
Why you have brought your forces to the field? 
Why you've upſheath'd the ſword of civil rage? 5 


Againſt the brother raiſed the brother's hand, 
And arm'd the ſon againſt the father's life? 


| ELvINE. 
_ Compell'd by dire neceſſity, at laſt, 
We draw the ſword: We draw it for ourſelves: - 


We draw it for our country, for our children, 
For every Briton down thro” every age. 


AMBASSADOR. . 


And & you | rife with raſh rebellious zeal Es 
To wreſt the ſceptre from your rightful PRO | 
1 he delegate of heaven! ? 


ELvins. 


Long live the King, 
Our rightful prince! But let the Monarch know, 
That for his ſubjects, not himſelf, he reigns. | 
Let Monarchs ne'er forget, that firſt the throne | | 

| Roſe in the camp; the Captain was the King 1 
| He wore the laurel as his only crown, 


And y d the keeptre » when he drew his ſword. 


AMBAS- 
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AMBASSADOR. 


And has a Monarch not his rights? 


BARON. 
8 He has, 
Eren for the rights of majeſty, we riſe 


I, 


" AnenAS8ADOR. 


Do ſubjee thus addreſs their ſovereign Lord? 


Ba RON. | 
"Tis not to thee, but to the King, we come. 
Nor come we ſuppliants at the throne to kneel. 
We beg not favours ; we demand our rights : 


Rights ancient; indefeaſible divine: 


We come to treat, the Barons with the Prince, 5 
The hoſt of England with the royal haſt. 


AMBASSADOR. 


als to draw the ſword, averſe to that 


His people's blood, our gracious Sovereign. deigns 
An hour of audience to his Barons bold. 
Whatever ſuits the dignity of Kings 


The King will grant; your real grievances 


The royal ear is open to receive, 
The rofal hand | is ſtretched to redreſs. 


[The royal t tent opens. 


r | . Kine 


A TRAGEDY us 


KING Jo Hd, Deſcending from his throne. 
What do my people from their TY OR Pc 


ELVlNZ. 


: My ſovereign ” the nobles of the land, 
And all your faithful ſubjects, humbly greet 


Your gracious Majeſty, who haſt vouchſafed 

Io hear their grievances: : If we at laſt 
Find grace and favour in our ſovereign? $ fight, 
Our joy will be complete ; the civil ſword 

Will then be ſheath'd ; Britannia reſt in peace; 

The King be. glorious, and the people free. 


Jonn. 


What are ** grieyances that need redreſs ? 
Have J cer wrong d you? ? What are your petitions ? 


ARCHBISHOP. 
The antient Peers and Barons of the realm, 
The Reverend Fathers of the Holy Church, 
The hoary· headed Counſellors of Stat 
And miniſters of law, in council met, | . Herd 
With one conſent adopt the plan of rights 
| Which our forefathers have delivered down, 
A facred charge, and ratified with blood ; 
A plan which guards the freedom of the iſle, ] 
Which n the ay ect, and enthrones the D 


J OUN. 


70 RUNN AM E D E., 
Jonx. 


My Lord, it ſuite not with your holy function 
To riſe in arms againſt your lawful prince, 
Who might remove the mitre from your head. 


| . ARCHBISHOP. 
Then he ſhould mark the helmet in its place. 
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Fs not the prieſt the miniſter of peace ? 
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And does the Elend of man in hovid arms 


Let looſe the wrath of war, and ſhake the land 
With dire commotion * > 


| \ ARCHBISHOP. 
|. M | | ] 092099 oll THE Ljudge . 
_ From fuch commotions revolutions riſe, . 

And ſtill will riſe, congenial to the iſle. en bi 
1 Tho' Britain's Genius ſlumber in the calm, | 
| Nee rears his front to the congenial ſtorm. 
5 | U The voice of freedom's not a ſtill ſmall voice, 
| | Tis in the fire, the thunder, and the N r 

| | | The Goddeſs Liberty delights to dwell. 

F If rightly I foreſee Britannia's fate, 


The 


A TRAGEDY. 
The hour of peril is the Halcyon hour; 

| The ſhock of parties brings her beſt repoſe; 
Like her wild waves, when working i in a ſtorm, 


That foam and roar, and mingle earth and heaven, 
Yet the iſland which they ſeem to ſhake. 


ELvins. 

Moſt gracious ſovereign ! let me interpoſe. 
Look to the hoſt in yonder camp array'd ! { 
In ſuch a cauſe the ſword was never drawn: 
And never did the chivalry of England 
Arm in ſuch majeſty ; or pitch their tents 

In ſuch a field: No faction for themſelves, 
But England arming in the cauſe of freedom. 
No vaſſal train attending on their Lord, | 
But yeomen, knights, and all the noble youth. 
Lo! | thouſands preſs on thouſands to the field! 
From every cloud of duſt an army comes; 
The nation's on its march — 


Jonn. 
. Untold your dais. 


What dom this charter to my ſubjects gm s 
ELvine [Preſenting it to him. 


Our antient lights and liberties derived 
Down from Great Alfred thro? the Saxon line, 
Confirm'd and ſeal'd by Edward the N - 


JoHN, 


= R UN N AM E D E, 


Jonn, [LPeruſing it in ſilence. 


* 


Your rights ! your liberties ! This is rebellion. 


Preſumptuous men ! why do you not demand 
My Kingdom too 5 * 


ELVINE. 


We are not foes to e, 
O King of England ! have not ſtretched forth 


A rebel hand to overſet the throne, 


Or of one jewel rob the Britiſh Crown. 


 Thine is the TRE 3 may it long be thine J 


Tis liberty we aſk ; tis liberty, g 
The kingdom of the people. Lo! the rights 


Our fathers have bequeathed us. Lo! the rights 


Which we bequeath to ages . unborn. 


| PX Jon. 4 4 
What rights do you, or did your fathers claim, 
But what a King can give and take away? 


ELVINE. 


The rights of Britons, and the rights of men, 


Which never king did give, and never king 
Can take away. What, if a tyrant prince 
May rule at will, and lord it o'er the land, 
Where's the grand charter of the human kind? 


| Where the high birthright of the brave? and where 
The majeſty of man? EE 


* 


? Jon. 


A TRAGEDY. 


Joan. 
My anceſtor, 


William the Norman, won the Britiſh crown 
By dint of conqueſt. How did yours obtain 


Theſe rights of your's ? 


Baden s, [ Drawing their ſwords. 
56 By theſe we gained our _ 
7 With theſe we will defend them. 


Joe. 
Come you thus 
To daſh rebellion, in the ſacred face 
Ol ſovereignty, and kneeling at the throne 
Conſpire againſt the King? 


. ELVINE, 


| May not the King 
Conſpire againſt the people ? 


4 


Joann. 
| Kings may err; 
| But where's the power ſuperior to the . 


* 


ELVINE. 


The King of England i is the firſt of men: 
Yet there's a power above the King, the laws, WM 


| Which, to the Monarch, as their ſubject, ſay, 
> Thus far, no os; does K power extend. 7 


K 


Joung 


3 RUN N A M E D R. 
Jon. 


At whoſe tribunal can a King appear pn 


N * ELVNW ES. 4, 
At the tribunal of the kingdom. 
JohN. 
A | - | a+ 
; | Before whoſe ſe majeſty can he be brought ? 
—_ 4-4 Ei vx. a 
5 Before the majeſty of all the people. 
| 


TI 


Jonx. bet” 


| The voice of Kings alone ſhould ſpeak of Kings. 


EM © | Ervixx. 

It is not mine with monarchs to contend. 

Our cauſe is brief. The nation's up in arms. 
1 The ſword is drawn. This day decides our fate. 8 
1 3 Tis liberty, or r death. ; 


Ton Jonx. 5 
3H * | 

. Have you reſolved 
| 5 To ſhed the blood of England, or to Fu 4 


. | © 1 Kh a is. mw ts, 
4 Prepared for peri) prepare Ke we land. 
= Jon camp obeys the ſignal of their chief, 
And, at the motion of my lifted hand, 


A TRAGEDY. 75 


Ten thouſand ſwords will lighten i in the field. 
My arm is ſtretched forth, and, if I draw 
5 The ſword, I draw it to be ſheath'd no more. 


Jokx, [After a pauſe. 
Reluctant ſtill to riſk my people's lite, 


Or ſhed their blood, I ſtand. Read your petitions. 4 
| Whate'er the laws require, the King will give. = 


ARCHBISHOP, [Holding Magna Charta. 


O King! 0 Chiefs 0 Barons bold! [ O Britons! 18 
This Code of Freedom i is that glorious „ 
For which the nations, from the firſt of time, 

Have toiled, have fought, have conquered, and have bled. | 


The ſages, lawgivers, and kings of old, 
Minos, Lycurgus, Solon, Numa, Alfred, 
Dion, Epaminondas, Cato, Brutus, 
Founders of nations, fathers of the Os, 
Patriots devoted to the public good, 

Heroes who for their country fought e or bled, 
Martyrs of liberty who died for man, 

The glorious guardians of the human race, 
Look down divine, and bending from the ſky, 
Their hoary figures conſecrate the ſcene, 
And bleſs the paſling hour. | 05 


© Jon. 
*Fis well, 'tis well. 


5 What does your purpoſe aim at? 
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RUNNANMEDSE, 


Anchisnor. 


Io revive 


Out antient liberties; to found ariew 
An empire of the laws; reſtore the rights 
Our anceſtors from age to age enjoyed; 
To ſettle England on a ſolid baſe, . _ 
The land of freedom ; firm upon his throne 
To make the Sovereign of the Britiſh iſle 
The greateſt monarch of the greateſt people. 


Jon. 


* the pantcular of your a to 


Anchaishor. 


Let every Briton, as his mind, be free. 
His perſon fafe, his property ſecure; 
His houſe as ſacred as the fane of heaven; 
Watching, unſeen, his ever open door; - 
Watching the realm, the ſpirit of the laws. 
His fate determined by the rules of right, 

His voice enacted in the common voice 
And general ſuffrage of th* aſſembled realm. 
No hand inviſible to write his doom; 
No demon ſtarting at the midnight hour, 
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ATTRACT 72 


To draw his curtain, er to drag him down 
To manſions of deſpair. Wide to the world 
Diſcloſe the ſecrets of the priſon walls, 5 
And bid the groanings of the dungeon ſtrike 
The public ear. Inviolable preſerve 10 
The ſacred ſhield that covers all the land, 
The heaven-conferred palladium of the iſle, 
To Britain's ſons, the judgment of their peers. 
On theſe great pillars, freedom of the mind, 
Freedom of ſpeech, and freedom of the pen, 
For ever changing, yet for ever ſure, 


The baſe of freedom reſts. 
Joux. TT "OO 
* Il beſe are the laws 


Of the Confeſor, and to theſe I give 

A free, a full, and ſovereign conſent, 

But, while the foe approaches nigh, | 

Such a conſent would ſeem th* effect of fear, 


Or trick of policy. Let us unite, 
And join our forces for the hour of war; 


. The foe _—_ Jr charter ſhall be ſeal'd. 


3 


Excvine. 


Prompted by duty we have drawn the ſword 
BD fave our conntry ; the ſame ſword we draw 
To guard our King: In every common cauſe 


18 RUNNAMEDF, 


Britons will join againſt their native ſoes, 
e „ i . confide. 


Jon. 


| United now, 1 armies bend * aria march 


To meet the Dauphin. None fo fit I know _ 
ie £13 - [To bun. 11 


'To lead the war as you, illuſtrious ae 


The hour of nn bids the n found. 


_ 


Ausguss: and Ev. 


| ALBEMARLE. 


My mills kinfman, hail ! I knew thee not. 
Beneath my roof, and with my dau ghter bred, 
Thou waſt a ſon Alas! at thought of thee 


| Reproach knocks at my heart. Canſt thou forgive ? 
I need not aſk, for thou art brave, my ſon. | F” 
When we had wrong'd you deeply, ſent of 22 5 


You came the better genius oF Fe land, 


Io fave IT. N. 


Kiez. 


Clad i in arms, I came 


To do my ne ® 55 125 


Aal. 


or 8 Fou have laved the =" 
Tour a country, grateful to the ſons of _ 


Will 


A TRAGEDY," La 
Will charge herſelf with your iluſtrious meeds ot 21 


But, Elvine, how ſhall ever I repay | 
Ihe love and friendſhip you have flows to me? 


Erving. mx 


There's one ö d- bas tis too much for man, 
My higheſt hope, the treaſure of my life— 
All that my heart beats for beneath the ſun 


Tis yours to give, my Lord. 


ALBEMARLE. 5 


Name it, my ſon. 


ELVINZ. 


The race of honour [ have early run: 

Pve liv'd to glory, I would live to love. 

Vour daughter, fair Elvina, —in the days | 

Of youth I loved her Were that matchleſs maid— 


ALBEMARLE. 


Think of another choice. —Alas! my ſon ! 
This 1 is the pang that parents only feel ! [4f de. 


Ervin. 


—— 


To me there is no other choice. Ah! where, — 
Where ſhall I find the roſe of innocence; | 


Youth in the flower, or beauty in the bloom. 
As in that peerleſs maid? lo fin au file flew al 
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And ſprung to excellence 


10 RUNNAMEDY?, 


21 
143 
la 


Is ſhe not perfect in the prime of years, 
"THE * of dn. and the morn of youth ? 


6 


My ſon ! the ſecret cannot be concealed. 
I have no daughter—worthy of thy arms. 


ELVINE. = 


What i 7 God of heaven Elvina! 2 15 he not 


The grace and glory of the female kind, 


As angels radiant. and as angels pure? | 


| ALBEMARLE. 
I thought ſo once. 
| ELvine. 


fy me, powers of heaven! 


What has ſhe done! — , 


ALBEMARLE. 
Done! ? ſhe has done a "TY 


That never can be nam'd—has rent my heart 


% 


| ELIN RE. 

O! "ſhe has been belied. I know her well. 
She 18 not to be judg'd by common rules; 
She left the crowd of womankind below ; * 
She walk'd aloft in a peculiar path, 


| ALBEMARLE- | 


& T. RNA GE Dx. 
ALBEMARLE. | 
. ] my fo. 
| It cannot be concealed, The burſt of fate 
Will come upon thee like the bolt of heaven, 
I cannot utter 1 | 
[ delivering a letter. 
Thele—theſe will convey 
A horrid tale—But words cannot 8 
A father s anguiſh for a child that's loſt.— 
: [He , Foes out. 


ELVvIxE alone reads the letter. 
Tremendous this ? incredible! impoſſible !— 
Theſe to the Dauphin—After theſe W 
To love me! God of nature! what is woman! 
At once to ſink the vileſt of her ſex ! 

To plunge precipitant down to the deep | 

Of hideous hell; the dungeon of the damn'd !— 
[ tcaring the letter. 

Thus do | tear her from my ſoul for ever. 


Where am I now ? There's not one beam of hope 


To light me thro” the infinite abyſs — 


2 


% 
— 


One path there is, which all the brave muſt tread. 


It ſmiles upon my ſight Down, down my heart, 


A little while, thou ſhalt repoſe in peace, 
| Nor feel the blow that falſe Elvina gave. 
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„% RUNNAMED E, 


1 i Yo 
EC EN E, 
A ſolitary: Heath, marked with the Ruins of an old | 


2 here and there a blaſted Tree. 


ELvine, EDcaR. 


EDGAR. 


Forgive me, noble youth! if I preſume 

To ruſh unbidden on your ſecret hour. — 
Alas ! my Lord, you come not near the camp. | 
From lovers and from friends you ſtand afar. 


Even from their tents you turn away your eye. 


Alone you ſtalk, with a diſorder'd ſtep, 
And a wild eye, as if indeed you ſtood _ 


A friendleſs man, and outcaſt from the world. 


ELVINE. 


*Tis paſt. What have I more to do with man ? 
I _ no member of the living world. 
N 0 Friend have I among the human kind. 


EDGAR. 


A TRAGEDY. 


Fn de: 


My gracious maſter! Heaven prevent my fears ! 


Alas, my aged heart will burſt in twain 
To ſee this day !— 


[ bur/ting into fears. 
ELVINE. 


Come near me, O my friend, 
; Say, doſt thou know me! 3 


Eve AR. 


Know you ? good my Lord! 5 
Deſcend, 8 bleſſed angels, to his aid ? 


ELviNE, 


Edgar, the time has been when I was bleſt ! 
That time can come no more. In yonder camp 


They think me happy, and they call me great. 


03 


— There is not ſuch a wretch in the wide world! 


| EDGaR. 
O might I know what wounds your peace? 
Erving, pointing to his heart. 
- *Tis here, 
The unſeen dart that gives the mortal wound— 


The malady of mind—You've known Elvina— 
She is a fiend of hell— 


EDGAR. 
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K UN N AM E D E, 
Toon. 


My gracious maſter, 


If 1 you ow y your repoſe or peace, 


O judge not raſhly of the maid ri love! i 


ELviNs. 5 
I judged not raſhly. Gods! what would I give 
To think her innocent? But, I've ſuch proof: 


Bauch ſhining, flaming, damning proof; her hand, 


Her own hand-writing— Ah! departed hours 


That ſaw us happy, ye can ne'er return : 


The circle of my friends was all my world ; 
That world has vaniſh'd—Oh! the dreadful fall 


Of thoſe we love from honour and from fame, 


Comes like the general wreck—No future time, 
Not all the vaſt variety of thought, 


Can bring one ſmiling image to my mind; 
| Can raiſe one ray of hope to break the 5 5 


That cloſes o'er my head. —From thought to thought 


Reſtleſs I plunge ; *tis darkneſs ; *tis deſpair. 
Would I could think no more — 


Ep6ar, Ep 


Forget the falſe one. 


4 e woman merits not a thought; 


Your country calls you. Riſe to higher thoughts. 
The Dauphin comes. „ 


ELVINE. 


A TRA 


ELvixE. 

Perdition on hid name 
5 By h heaven! he ſhall not find me unprepared ! — 
O for the trumpet's ſound ! that I might ruſh - 
To victory, to vengeance, and the grave! 
Falſe as ſhe is, yet I would wiſh to meet her; 
To ſee Elvina e'er we part forever 
To pierce her with her perfidy, her baſenels ; 
To utter all the fullneſs of my heart, 
To vent the ſecret fondneſs of my ſoul; 
| To let her know how ere ſhe might have been! 

Heaven bleſs her ſtill! — 


. Behold he comes ! De | 


Enter ELviNA. 


hd have I rel to hear the public voice 1 
Proclaim thy praiſe, and join a people's joy, - 
To hail thee hero of this happy day ? 
While with the ſhouts of freedom and of fame 

The camp re- echoes, and the nation rings; : 

Say, Elvine, will the gentle voice of love 

| Be grateful to thine ear? From tent to tent, 
Round all the camp, I ran to meet my love, 

And ſpring into 1 arms — 


Ce turns of de * ber. 


Defend 
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RUNNAMED E. 


Deſfend me, 1 f 
What ſecret ſtroke has blaſted all thy joy 


Amid thy fame ? Why dolt thou turn thine eyes 
From thy Elvina ? Doſt thou hide a grief | 


Which I cannot partake, cannot conſole ? 


O my heart beats for thee ! Look on Ly face, | 
0 Elvine : O my love !— 


= I; | Exvixx. | 
I've known the time 


0 When Elvine' s name, from his Elvina' s voice, 
Which knows its tender way yet to my heart, 


Would have ſeduced me n my poſt in war. 
Now thou art * — 


ELvINa. 


Chang'd ! E can never change, 
O Elvine let me know— 


ELVvINE. 
Yes. Thou halt know; | 
And thou ſhalt hear me—for the laſt time hear me, 
For to the field of battle ſtraight I go, 
From which, if ſteel can pierce an open breaſt, 
I never ſhall return. For Oh! Elvina, | 
I cannot with thee—nor without thee, live ! 


—_ 5 . 19 ELVINA. 


6 * 


A'TRAGEDY. # 
Enn 


My Lord, 4 words I cannot comprehend ; 
But, Oh! I tremble at thy look ſo wild. 


Oh! once I loved thee! Gods "000 how I loved 


thee | 
Each night, retiring from the ranks of war, 
You came an angel to my conſtant dream. 

The dear idea met me in the morning. 

1 ne' er put on my armour but I thought 
On her whoſe knight I was, whoſe ſcarf I wore. 
Even in the wildneſs of my youthful mind 

1 never wandered from Elvina's charms. 

While ſhe—O heavens | — | 


 ELvina. | 


Guard me, ye gracious powers ! 


Dark are your. words, but they are daggers, Elvine! 
Have I deſerv'd reproach from him J loved! ? 

O it was all my pleaſure, all my pride, 

My joy in ſecret, and my public vaunt j 

It ſoothed me in the hour of my deſpair, 

That when your friends forſook you, I alone 5 

Was juſt and grateful to an injur'd youth; 

More *. more n than he proves to me tk 


Eb ; 


38 RUNNAMEDY, 


£ ELvINE. 
The child of fancy, and the fool of love, 
What golden ſcenes I figured to myſelf | 
In the day-dreams of my romantic mind, 
You roſe in beauty, ſmiling by my ſide, | 
My ſweet companion in the path of life, 
The wife of youth, the miſtreſs of my mind, 
| The friend that never failed. O God! O God! 
The thought was heaven, when wearied of the world 
Upon that boſom to recline my head, 
| To hear the muſic of that tender tongue, 
To drink enchantment from thoſe radiant eyes, 
| To feel the preſſure of thoſe circling arms! 


My God ! from what a dream do I 530 4 
The ſpell is broken, and the viſion's led. 


Witneſs theſe tears wrung from a tortured heart, 
The firſt that Elvine to himſelf has ſhed ! 


Wuat haſt thou done, Elvina ?— 


ELVINA. | 


| Done, my that ! 
I a am afraid you are e diſturb'd i in mind. wy 


| apm. Y 5 Cn 

 Diſturb'd'in mind! Yes, Pm diſturb'd in mind, 1 

I've that within which none of all the damn'd 
: Can bear in —_ hell—for I have loſt— 


AXA OG E DI. 
O, I have loſt the treaſure of my ſoul ! 
My heart is torn from all that it held dear— 


| Exomna, i 


SY fear ſome traitor Ga abuſed thine ear. 
Come to particulars, I FR thee. Speak. 


N 
] 
i 


ELVINE. 85 


0 woman! Woman woman aſk thy heart. 


| ELvmea, 


Oo Elvine, ts a kind one how it beats! | - 


— 8 


ELVINE. 


Yes it can beat —can beat for all mankind, 
Iam your fool no more.— | 


ELVIN A. 

| Suſpicion, Heavens! BED 
Doſt thou not know me ? What is there on earth 

Whereon to reſt, but that eternal rock, _ 

The heart of thoſe we love? And can that fail? 

Alas! why didſt thou ſave me from the ſword _ 

To kill me thus? Would I had died this day ! 

For then I ſuktered, then I would have died 


| For thee — 


* ELVINE. 


9% RUN N A M E D E, 
Erving. 
For me! This is th? extreme of guilt ; 
Th' unpardonable crime! Serene to give 
The front of virtue to the ſoul of vice. 
For me! 


ELVINX. 


Perhaps we ne'er ſhall meet again! 


In this laſt moment, Elvine I conjure thee 
By the bleſs'd memory of what we were ! 
By all the tender hours that we have paſs'd ! 
The days of dearneſs, and the loves of youth! 
Our fond romantic hopes of future bliſs ! 
The ſighs we breath'd in ſympathy of foul, 
'The tears we mingled in that tender hour, 
| You laid your cheek to mine, and fervent ſcal'd 
The facred vow of everlaiting love 1 55 
By all that's paſt, I charge thee, tell me, tell 
What ! is that crime, ſo flagrant and ſo toul, 
To caſk me from by boſom ? 


Ene in tender emotion. 


Oh! Elvina, ; 


ELVINA. 


Oh! by the. preſent ſorrows of my ſoul! 


Plaints, which have ſometimes touch'd a lover's pla, 


Tears! which a tender hand has wip*d away! 


And 


And am I now an alien to thy love ? | | 

Unfelt, unpitied, canſt thou hear my voice — i 

Of lamentation, and unmoved behold _ 

The tears of her thou lovedſt ?— 

ELVINE. | f 

| Oh! Elvina! 5 1 

Tho? loſt, I cannot fee thee thus. | 

ELvINA. 

J 

| Ihen thus, 5 

_ Elvine, I claim my empire in thy arms. 

 [ Ruſhing to his arms. 

ELVINE repulſing her. 

Off, off, falſe woman — Ah! there was a time _ | 
ELVINA with @ broken voice. 

Heavens! | 


ELVINE. 
Hell ! that is thy element. 
ELINA. 
What crime? _ 
| ELVINE. 
Oh! Infidelity. 


ELIN a. 
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R UN N AM E D F, 
A Eun... 
What villain hath belied me? 
ELVINE. 
No villain, 
ELVINA. 
Who then? 


ELVINE. 
Thy father. 


ELVINA. 


What evidence ? 


4 


ELIN E. 
| Thy letter. 
ELVINA. 
Where? 

ELVIxxE. 


I tore it in my wrath, 


As 1 will rend that ruffian of a lover, 


And give his ſpirit to the ſhades of hell. 
[ The trumpet ſounds for battle. 


Lady, we part for ever and for ever ! 


I go without a tear for thou art fallen 
Below the moſt abandoned of thy kind. 


God! 


God! has that fo thy fanich t to deceive ? 

To ſhew a daeman in the ſhape of heaven, 95 
And look like angels, while the' re devils damn” dl 
ELvNA landing fixed in aftoniſhment and 


deſpair, ALBEMARLE and EMMA come up 
to her ; ſhe 8 in their arms. 


% 


She's gone! my noble Lady, gone 
ALBEMARLE. 
Help, Heaven | 


Te ſaints and angels, help—! 


[ Bending over her in fi lence, 
Ha! ſhe revives |!— 


ELVINA. Fo 
Where am I now? Ah! it avails me not, 
For I can never be what once I was. 
Elvine is parted, never to return. 


1 

The battle is begun. The ſword is drawn. 
Convicted of thy falſehood, Elvine goes 
Wild in the field to throw his life away, 
And bare his boſom to the certain ſword 


: Held out.— 


ELVIN A. 


5 ET... 


- 
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R UN N A M E D E, 
ELVINA. 
What villain hath belied me? 


3 | 


ELvina. 
Who then ? 


ELVINE. 
Thy father. 
ELVINA. 
What evidence? 
8 ElLvIxE. 
Thy letter. 
ELvINA. 
Where? 
| ELVINE. 
- I toreitin my wrath, 
As I will rend that ruffian of a lover, 
And give his ſpirit to the ſhades of hell. 


[The trumpet ſounds for battle. 


Lady, we part for ever and for ever! 


I go without a tear; for thou art fallen 
Below the moſt abandoned of 0p kind. 


God! 


Ta 
God! has that ſex thy ſanction to deceive ? 
To ſhew a daemon in the ſhape of heaven, 


And look like angels, while the're devils damn'd 


_ ([Exvina Nanding fixed in a and 
deſpair, ALBEMARLE and EMMA come Up 


to her ; ſhe faints in their arms. 


1 


EMMA. 


She's = my | noble Lady, gone — 


Ai | 


Help, Heaven! 
Ve ſaints and angels, help 


[ Bending over ri in Y ent; 


Ha! ſhe revives |— 


Ervin! 


Where am I now? Ah! it avails me not, 
For I can never be what once I was. 
Elvine is parted, never to return. 


ALBEMARLE. 


| The battle is begun. The ſword is drawn. 
Convicted of thy falſehood, Elvine goes 
Wild in the field to throw his life away, 
And bare his boſom to the certain ſword 
Held out.— x 


ELvINA. 


W N A M E D E, 


ELVINA. 


He might have known, he ſhould have known, 


That his Elvina never would prove falſe, 


- ALBEMARLE. 


How could he doubt it when I wid him „ 


| | Reina 
My father my accuſer! 
ALBEMARLE. 


O, my child! 
* letter to the Dauphin— 


ELvina,” 


10 the phie 
N o letter to the Dauphin I &er ſent. 


ALBEMARLE. 
This morn the French Ambaſſador produced it | 
Before the Barons : We have read it all. 
ELVINA. 


0 Heaven! chat letter was addreſs'd to him, 


To Elvine.— 


ALBEMARLE. 


4 Elvine ? Have a care, my child !|— 


ELVINA. 


A TRAGEDY, | 9% 
ELvina. 


To Elvine it was written—Emma knows it. 

Ha ! when I ponder My diſordered mind 
Forgot th' addreſs, —The curs'd Ambaſſador 
Supplied the blank, and mark'd it for the Dauphin. 


ALBEMARLE. 


O, this unfolds the fatal myſtery ! 


My child 1 is innocent. 
[Taking her in his arms. 


ELVINA. 


But I'm undone. 
Tre deſtiny ! this is thy work. 
Ready to ruſn upon the certain ſword 
He goes devoted—Oh! he never knew 
How much I loved him! to diſtraction lov'd him! 
Knew not thc throbs, the palpitations wild, EO 
Th' unutterable heavings of a heart 

Where reign'd his image.—Now to death he goes, 
- And thinks me falſe—O heaven, amid my woes, 
My flowing miſeries, for him Fweep: i. 
For Elvine 1s as wretched—as Elvina ! 


ALBEMARLE. 
| [ Sounds RR 
Tis ober. The fignal of Py is given. 


s n NN AN E D k. 


EMMA. 


85 Crowds chacing crowds, and flaſhing arms Lies; « 87 


And garments ſtain'd with blood. Tis like the form, 15 
dow a PI and earth, and ocean Geer war. 


"Emer ſuddenly EDGan.. off 


The battle” s over, and the foe is fled. 
Her ſudden effort made, yain-glorious France 5 
Forlpok __ field. VGV 


ELINA. 
Ha! Elvine? Where ?— 


_Epcas. 


badet, 
Long did he look this way, with a wild - 


His hands in agony extreme he wrung ; 


With faultering voice, in broken ſounds, 8 aried..: 
« Pye conquered=now-1I periſh—Oh! Elvina !” © . 
Then, with determin'd hand, his ſword he my ; 
And inſtant plung'd amid the hoſtile , 
e clos·d err him. 1 173 


| it Alena RLE. 


* r illuſtrious youth, 
Cut off e in thy bright career, 
bie en thy honours withered inthe duſt! | 
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ATRAGEDY. 97 


Cold in the ſilent tomb, chow, ſhalt not hear 
The ſong of triumph which thy country ac 
In honour of thy deeds ; ſhalt not behold, 
| The tears of England which embalm thy name. 
| Almighty ! where was thine outſtretched arm, 
When virtue ſtruggled in the toils of fate, 
When Du e in the villain 8 | ſnare | — 


— 


Ehina mute agd 3 you „ a 1 
No tender drops bedew thy fixed eye. „ 
A ſullen ſorrow darkens all thy features. 

Ah! ſave me Heaven ! from that foreboding . 
My daughter, ſhun the hour of deſperation. | 


Let us s withdraw our ſteps, Pl 
1 wy To the grave. 
. ALBEMARLE. : 
"Eva. 


Nev 7 Ah! 4 never ſhall 1 ſee him more — 

f + 13 — 

No friend, 1 no combs bans on earth — 
: N 35258 my, child! the e live for me.— 
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„ RUNNAMEDY?, 


Ie glooms! Shall J not find thee i in the dend. 
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Oh! | Elvine ! Elrine — 


Enter adden f ELVINE. 


Here I am, Elvini--- 6 
Forgive me, O my love! I knew thee not. 
I ſought the Dauphin thro? the ranks of war ; 
We fought ; he fell the victim of my ſword : 


It was th* Ambaſſador, like him array d, 
Who told his guilt ; thy innocence; and died. 
Angelic goodneſs ! What can e'er attone 


For foul ſuſpicion of thy ſpotleſs fame ; 
Thou faireſt, and thou beſt of woman kind? 


ELvixA. 


Words cannot ſpeak the language of my heart. 


was fatal deſtiny. Vet Elvine, know, 


The pang nk pierc'd me moſt, was what thou Felt. 


ELvine. 


Look on the paſt as but a dreary dream. | 


Oh! let me find forgiveneſs in thy arms! 


[ Embracing. 
ALBEMARLE, 


Heaven bless you both, my children Now, i in peace, : 


My hoary head ſhall to the grave deſcend, 


Enter 


A TRAGEDY 


Enter in PROCESSION, 
| Ancnranor, Banoxs, KNIGHTS. N 


3 Anchzisnor, with MAGNA CHART. A in his hand, 2 
| Ti 0 ELVINE. | 


By has, great chief, the victory is won. 

And lo! the CHARTER of our freedom ſealed! 
To Heaven, to heaven aſcend eternal praiſe ! 
Barons, the tears which trickle from thoſe eyes, 
Are patriot drops ; for Britain now is free ! 


ALBEMARLE. 


Let unborn ages echo to the ſound ! | 
Now England, riſing from the duſt, resume 
Her name among the nations, and unfolds 
The page of glory to remoteſt time. : 
The memory of this day will raiſe a race 
Of daring ſpirits in the dregs of time. 
A nation of the brave, a kingly people, 
Bold in the cauſe of freedom and their fathers, 
And for Mer n prodigal of blood. 


ARCHBISHOP, in i emotion. 
From future time the veil is drawn aſide. 
| The hidden volume opens to mine eye, 
And lo! they riſe! 
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ALBEMARLE. 


He trembles, and he glows 
Like ancient FIVE when they felt the God. 


| ARCHBISHOP, 


Barons, this elvis day, this hallowed ground 

Shall never be forgot; to Runnamede, 

1 The field of freedom, Britain's ſons ſhall come, 

| Shall tread where heroes and where patriots trod, 
1 Io worſhip as they walk! 


= og . ALBEMARLE. 
Rapt into heaven, 


High „ons paſs before the holy man; 
His tranced accent is the VOICE divine. 


ARCHBISHOP. 


n. day of Britain now begins to dawn, 5 
Red in its riſe. Heaven opens: And behold 
The hours of glory and the morn of men 
Aſcending o'er the globe. An aera new, 
The laſt of ages now begins to roll, 

The reign of liberty. The Goddeſs comes | 
Down from high heaven; her garment dyed in blood: : 
The ſword refulgent i in her lifted hand. 

She looks: And fixes, never to remove, | | 85 = 
Her throne and ſceptre in Britannia's ile. 


5 
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ELVINE. 


O bleſt of heaven, who ſhall behold the day 
Of Britain ſhine! 


Anchzlsnop. | 


| The Queen of iſles bet: 
Sitting ſublime upon her rocky throne, 
The region of the ſtorms ! She ſtretches forth, 
In her right hand, the ſceptre of the ſea, 
And in her left the balance of the earth. 

The Guardian of the globe, ſhe gives the law: 
She eatls the winds, the winds obey her call, 


| And hea 


r the thunder of her power, to burſt | 
O'er the devoted lands, and carry fate 


To Kings, to nations, and the ſubject world. 
Above the Grecian or the Roman name, 
Unlike the great deſtroyers of the globe, 
She fights and conquers in fair Freedom's cauſe. 
| Her ſong of victory the nations ſing: 8 
Her triumphs are the triumphs of mankind. 


C 2 
o 


